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1 . Chapter 1 

SoaClI'm not entirely sure where this came from, but it was sometimes 
after that episode of Defenders of Berk where Snotlout and Astrid are 
together while the others are messing with the ScouldranaC 1 Scaldly , I 
think. And then Tale of Two Dragons happened, and then this story 
happened . 

As always, I own nothing, it's all to those amazing folk over at 
Dreamworks . 

Snow-Ridden Mistakes 

The winter cold was biting through the tiny drafts in the house. 
Astrid sat by the fire, staring into its blue and white base, cooling 
upwards into the infamous orange and yellow flickering towers. She 
nestled her numb fingers into her fists, pushing them into her 
abdomen, trying to secure what warmth they had left. 

This was by far one of the coldest nights yet, and the tenth that 
Hiccup hadn't come home. That meant another night of sleeping in a 
ball and striving to not freeze to death. Maybe tonight she would let 
Stormfly sleep inside. Sleeping beside a fire-warm dragon's stomach 
was much more appealing than death. 

There was a knock on the door and within seconds it was pushed open. 
Snotlout waltzed inside with a covered basket in his hands. He kicked 
the door closed behind him. 

"The little woman told me to bring these over." He said like it had 
been such a chore, and that a congratulations and admiration should 
follow this feat. "You know, so you wouldn't starve or have to cook 



since it's just you. 


Astrid didn't appreciate the indication that being alone was 
negative, but even if she would never admit it, he was kind of right. 
The Chief leaving his wife home alone for ten freezing nights did 
have a negative vibe to it. 

"Thanks." Astrid said out of curtsey. She hadn't made a proper meal 
since Hiccup left and a meal she didn't have to slave over was 
welcome . 

She expected Snotlout to leave, but instead he leaned against the 
closed door. "So, it's been just you, more than a whole week by 
yourself. No Hiccup to mule around, drawing you into all his 
complicated 'chief' problems." 

She sighed. "What do you want, Snotlout?" 

"Nothing, I was just making sure you weren't being going crazy cooped 
up in here." Snotlout said. 

It was the fifth day of one of the heaviest winter storms they'd ever 
had. Several feet of snow packed against the ground, the smallest 
drift was higher than an average Viking. The dragons made clearing 
paths much easier but none less cold, and people could only survive 
so much of it. 

It was the storm that Astrid blamed for Hiccup's delayed return. He 
and Toothless had left ten days ago for a chiefly meeting at a 
neighboring tribe. On Toothless the trip should have taken less than 
two days. Two days traveling there and two back, and the meeting was 
only supposed to be a three day ordeal, which meant that Hiccup was 
three days late. 

He had invited her to join him but she gracefully declined. She had 
gone once, the first year of their marriage and the first of his 
chiefdom, and it was one of the most boring thing she'd ever had to 
sit through. And with Hiccup gone matters of the tribe fell to her, 
and if she was gone then somehow through the ways of possession and 
linage it went to Snotlout. 

Hiccup had seemed a little disappointed that he'd make the trip 
alone, but he never forced her into anything she disliked. And he 
didn't want to return to statues of Snotlout either. 

And somehow through this storm, Snotlout had managed a reason to 
meander over everyday, some days more than once. He would find some 
nonsense trifle to poke at Hiccup, for not being around, for being 
late, or lacking this trait or that trait, or neglecting his 
husbandly duties, or a combination of all of the above. 

"You know, if I were Hiccup, " Snotlout made a sound that said he was 
glad he wasn't. "I wouldn't leave my beautiful wife home alone to 
waste away while I flew around in the clouds." 

"No, you'd spend your time leaving her for small periods of time 
while you flirt with other girls." Astrid said. It was true, and 
everyone knew it even if they didn't say it out loud. She was sure, 
to some extend, that his wife knew it too, but preferred to ignore it 
like anything else negative that floated around her. 



Snotlout huffed. "Well, maybe she shouldn't be such a pain in 
thea€ 1 everything. " 

To her surprise, and annoyance, he sat down opposite her. The more he 
came over here the more she started to think that he came just to get 
away from his wife. Snotlout had been the last of their generation to 
marry, and had rushed into it. She was young, high pitched, and had a 
wail that could deafen a Thunderdrum. She could be heard through the 
walls of their house at all hours of the day and night. 

Snotlout had come over every night with a basket of food, often no 
more than a loaf of bread or some water, anything to get away from, 
as he often called her, 'the little woman'. Then, out of her sight, 
he would lean back and sigh. A few times he'd talked, and a few times 
she'd listened. He rarely asked for input, and she let him vent his 
whines and complaints. 

He needed someone to talk to too, whether he'd admit it or not. 
Tonight he didn't seem any different. They sat there for a while, 
Snotlout just enjoying not being yelled at, whined about, or hackled. 
Occasionally , Astrid would throw in a nonchalant comment. They sat 
around the crackling fire, not freezing to death, while the winter 
winds howled against the walls like a distant army of angry 
dragons . 

"You guys don't know how great you've got it." Snotlout said after a 
while . 

"What?" Astrid asked. 

"You and Hiccup, " Snotlout said. "You guys get along, always 
laughing, not screaming at each other every waking moment of the day. 
You kiss him when he leaves, and when he gets back, you guys do that 
standing beside each other thing. All I've got is thisa€l leech that 
feeds off of pain and suffering." 

"She's not that bad." Astrid said, but she was a bad liar. Always had 
been . 

Snotlout did that huffed laughed again, then reverted back into a sad 
straight face glaring into the fire. 

"Thirsty?" Astrid said, remembering her hostess-of-the-house duties. 
One of them was making people feel welcome, even if that person was 
Snotlout . 

"Sure. " 

In the basket, she found water and bread, the normal. She brought 
both the jug and loaf to the fireside. She tore the bread in half and 
offered it to him, but he declined. 

"Nah, I've already loaded up on lard stew and Thor knows what was in 
that cake. Rocks, I think." Snotlout shuddered. He did however accept 
a drink from the jug. She handed it to his outstretched hand. A brief 
touching of the hands and the memory of human contact came back 
through her hand, up her arm, through her chest, down her back, down 
her legs and back up into her brain. 



She laughed at herself. It was Snotlout for crying out loud. 

For a moment it was a normal day, and for that moment Astrid felt a 
sense of the usual. Two people, sitting around the evening fire, 
sharing a meal, and staying warm, it was strangely comforting. 

"I should head back. I'm already in trouble." Snotlout sighed, 
sitting the plate and cup down on the table as he got up. 

She nodded him out and heard Hookfang get a snort of smoke and take 
off through the gray winds. It looked like the snow was picking up. 
Tonight would be terribly cold. She put another log on the fire and 
huddled underneath the blanket beside it. 

In the morning the drifts in some parts of the village were passed 
roofs. They looked like little snow-huts with fire-carved tunnels to 
their doors. Dragons were kept busy melting the snow and ice from the 
houses and food storage and the Great Hall. Because of the weather 
the Vikings were kept busy orchestrating the dragons and stocking for 
the next freezing night. 

The clouds fought with the sun and it was losing. The warmth was 
light, most of it being dissolved before it could ever reach the 
ground. The snow had patches of pale gold on its smooth surfaces, a 
bit of beauty in an otherwise deathly world. Astrid kept one eye on 
the sky, waiting for that little black dot in the distance. But it 
didn't come. The wind picked up, a thousand needles of ice biting 
with every second. 

An eleventh night of huddling alone by the fire was one its way. 

After sundown the snow began to fall in graceful flutters. The wind 
however saw fit to blow with violence. Astrid was adding another log 
to the hearth fire when Snotlout dropped by, another basket under his 
arm . 

They sat around the fire sharing food and drink, talking of little 
things and people, like the nonsensical nit-picks of the little 
woman. That was a word that Snotlout had picked up from Astrid, 
'nonsensical'. To him it describe her whines perfectly, 'meaningless, 
to not have sense'. 

Like the night before he left with a sigh, going back to his nagging 
wife and hollow home like the dutiful husband. Astrid slept by the 
fire, holding as many blankets and clothes around her as she could. 

In the morning she woke stiff, and for a whimpering moment though she 
might be near frozen. A few walks around the glowing fire and the 
life came back to her limbs. 

The day began again, melting snow and helping people whose houses had 
been completely covered. She looked upward often, hoping to see that 
tell-tale black dot in the sky. The clouds weren't lifting, only 
shifting around and joining their forces. When the sun began to fall 
behind them doze the island in a dull gray darkness. 

Astrid couldn't feel her fingers by the time she got back to the 
house, preparing to spend a twelfth night alone. She would have to 
bring Stormfly in if she wanted to wake up in the morning. 

She was ready to walk around to the stable when the door opened and 
Snotlout came in with his basket of food. They had trouble closing 



the door, the wind was so vicious, like needles in the skin they 
could still feel. They finally closed the door and Astrid threw 
another log into the fire. She didn't want to risk it burning 
low . 

The house creaked under the wind as they shared the basket's contents 
and a cup of water warmed over the fire. 

"It's getting worse out there." Astrid said. "I hope Hiccup's not 
frozen somewhere. I told him to pack for cold weather. He never 
listens to me . " 

"At least you can talk, I can't get a word in between all the 
squawking and yelling." Snotlout said. "And come on. Hiccup is one 
those guys who you think should die, logically speaking, and then 
never does. And then there's the wife, who you hope would die but 
never does." 

"You say that but when she really does die you'll cry like a baby." 
Astrid said with a smirk. 

"Whatever." Snotlout shrugged. 

The wind blew a violent gust against the house, fine snow pushing in 
from underneath the door. Snotlout pushed a fur against it, stuffing 
it into the crack with his hands. 

"It's getting bad out there." Snotlout said. 

"Maybe if you leave her alone she'll freeze in her sleep." Astrid 
said, as a joke, thinking of herself being so cold in the 
night . 

Snotlout laughed. "Maybe." 

They ate and drank, and all the while the snow blew harder and 
colder. Astrid held her hands up to the fire to retrieve their 
warmth. It should never be this cold inside a house. 

"I can't feel my fingers. This is stupid." Snotlout moved his hands 
around in quick motions trying to flick the blood back to 
lif e . 

There was no leaving that night. By the dampened sound the wind was 
making against the door, the drifts were higher than the house, and 
growing. Still they sat, both knowing the snow was worsening but 
neither bringing it up in their silent conversation. 

Eventually the night wore on, and Snotlout got up with a sigh. 

"Oh, stay. You'll get lost out there and I'll be pinned for murder." 
Astrid said. 

He exhaled, slumped his shoulders and sat back down on the floor. 
"Thanks, I really didn't want to go back. All I'd hear about it how 
its too cold and how its all my fault. And if I were more this or 
more that it would be warmer or this would be less that." 

"Yes, Snotlout, if you weren't so lazy the summer would come faster." 
Astrid said sarcast ically . 



"Exactly . " 


The night went on and the pull of exhaustion was thickening. Snotlout 
held back a yawn, but they both knew sleep was inevitable. Astrid 
fetched a few blankets for the fireside, not wanting to bear the 
thought of anyone else sleeping in the bed she and Hiccup 
shared . 

"What, I have to sleep on the floor?" Snotlout said when he saw her 
laying them out. 

"You want to sleep in my husband's bed?" Astrid asked. She's bring 
Stormfly in to the bedroom for warmth. 

Snotlout thought this over, and decided the fireside was better. When 
she turned to go upstairs he added, "You're not joining me? What, you 
and Hiccup can cuddle for warmth but we can't?" 

"Seriously, Snotlout?" 

"Come on, we're just two people trying to not freeze to death. The 
village wakes up tomorrow and you're up there frozen like a 
Viking-sickle and I'm down here snug by the fire, I'm the murderer 
for letting you freeze." 

That was the old Snotlout talking, before he was beaten down on a 
daily basis by a immature, half-insane, she-beast of a wife. His 
deadened face was wearing down and his boyish humor and immature 
charm showing through. Sure, he was infuriating at best, but it was 
nice to see him not so beaten and weary. 

And, between freezing to death and Snotlout, Astrid swallowed her 
pride and sat down on the makeshift bed with him. She wasn't touching 
him but could feel heat resonating from him, like a miniature high 
heat fire. The fire cracked and hissed and she was reminded how it 
felt to sleep next to someone, to have that sense of presence beside 
her, a comfort, a warmth, that feeling of not being alone. 

Bit by bit, it all felt like a good idea. Being so close meant 
staying alive, and knowing that you'd stay that way. Feeling warm 
hands enclose like a security blanket, hot humid breath kept her 
cheek from the frost. The fire burned down, glowing ghosts and 
shadows on the wooden walls and beams. 

It could only have been from the lack of human contact she'd come 
accustomed to, the bitter cold numbing her skin, or the lethargy of 
sleep that okayed the encounter. He encompassed her with his arms, 
warmer than any kind of blanket, a fire on every side. The heat, the 
proximity, the intimacy, they were interweaving. 

And like his old self, he made the first move. Pressing lips against 
lips, there came no resignation. There wasn't a sensation like the 
humid intimacy of a human mouth. Next to the snow piling up and the 
icy air it was a volcanic burst, the heat a staple against the frigid 
death . 

Between the rustle of clothes, of gasps of warm breath, the pressure 
on her hips wasn't out of place. Every inch of her was alive, feeling 
everything around her. It all unfolded so easily, happened in a 



natural flow, that it felt normal to accept . Tangled legs and 
encircled tongues, it all lead to burning embers in the fire pit, and 
the escalating rhythmic thrusts. No words were used, they weren't 
needed . 

Another log went on the simmering ashes to keep it burning through 
the night. There would be no worries tonight, no, they would rise 
with the sun. 

And rise, they did. 

The morning came with a shock at the snow that drifted over the 
village. Before they could unbury the village they first had to 
unbury themselves. Snotlout pulled the fur from under the door and 
when it opened a wall of glistening backlit white stood 
silent . 

"Maybe you should try the window." Astrid suggested, because it was 
higher and on the side of the house not buried in drifted snow, and 
because him leaving the house in the morning might be construed as 
the walk of shame that it was. 

"And LOOK suspicious?" Snotlout said as he whistled, for Hookfang she 
presumed . 

"Right." Astrid sighed. But something had to be said, done, agreed 
upon. She put a hand across the white framed doorway and threw out 
her deadliest tone. "Snotlout. As far as anyone is concerned NOTHING 
happened. You stopped by, with food, and the storm picked up and we 
decided it was best if you stayed here. You slept by the fire, down 
here, and I was upstairs." 

"Right, right." Snotlout said, none to convincing. "Like I need that 
hanging over my head." 

The storm seemed to be spitting out the last of the snow, melting 
through the sun bright air and landing in a half frozen drops in the 
snow. It took the majority of the morning to dragon-flame the main 
circle in the village and the rest of the afternoon to uncover the 
rest of the houses and the docks. The gray clouds were thinning, 
whisking away, and the bright clear blue was sparkling 
underneath . 

Everyone was glad to finally see the blue sky pushing the winter 
storm away. A party spun out of the Great Hall, mead and warm food 
galore. While the festivities continued the blue sky stayed clear but 
darkened into starry ink fading into sunset pink and 
purple . 

Everyone, it seemed, was feeling the joy from the end of the storm. 
But Astrid couldn't shake the horrible tightening in her chest. She 
had made a grave mistake. How could she? Eood tasted like guilt, mead 
was soured with distrust. How could she have throw Hiccup's trust 
away like that? She'd done the worst a wife could do to a good 
husband, she'd cuckolded him. 

No, a cuckold was a public humiliation, and as of right then no one 
knew besides her and Snotlout. Hiccup wasn't made into anything 
unless it was known, unless he knew. And that was NOT going to 
happen. She'd kill Snotlout first, kill the only witness and there 



was no crime. 


She just needed a little while to get used to the guilt, to accept it 
in order to lose it. Perhaps Hiccup would miss another night, and 
tomorrow she could hid the guilt in her face. The party subsided and 
people began to wind down, heading back to their houses with bellies 
of mead and mutton. 

Astrid stood on the steps of hers and Hiccup's, looking down over the 
village as it slowly ebbed into a nighttime stupor. She glanced 
upward into the night sky, as her habits commend, and her eyes found 
a small anomaly, bright stars blinking out, one at a time, almost as 
if something was moving. 

She felt a thump in her chest, knocking guilt and shame into her 
throat. That spec moving through the stars with such stealth, could 
only be Hiccup on his infamous night-colored Night Fury. She watched 
the black spec grow closer, larger, until she could see the strong 
wings flapping and the thin man between them. 

Toothless landed a few feet from the stable where Stormfly slept. She 
gave a dragon-snort of greeting, then resumed her sleeping position 
as Hiccup gave Toothless a pat on the nose and left him to rest in 
the stable. 

Astrid was waiting on the step for him, greeting him with the open 
arms he deserved. He held her tight, and kissed her before escorting 
her inside. Another prolonged kiss shared between two separated love 
birds, but this one was different. Hiccup pulled away from her, but 
still clasped one of her hands in each of his, drawing her blue eyes 
into his green. 

Astrid knew she was a horrible liar. She didn't have to tell Hiccup 
about the week she'd spent alone. She didn't have to spill her guilty 
conscious all over him or have the rumor mill cut his esteem to 
bits . 

She didn't have to because he already knew. 

The night that followed was one of the worst. They slept in their 
bed, in the thickest cloud of forced silence Berk had ever seen. 
Astrid was tired but she couldn't sleep in the uncomfortable thicket. 
She thought about asking Hiccup if he was asleep, but never 
did . 

When the morning finally came she must have fallen asleep because she 
was roused when Hiccup left. The door shut with a slamming force that 
she knew was anger. Sitting up, the guilt thundered around inside her 
pushing every other feeling aside. 

He'd trusted her completely and she had thrown that trust into the 
ocean. How could he trust her again after that? He couldn't, and 
shouldn't. She wouldn't trust him if it was the other way around. She 
imagined the situation on the other foot. 

She might have gone on some important trip, and caught in a winter 
storm she was kept from Berk for twelve nights, sleeping islands and 
watching Berk underneath a horrible winter clouds, only wondering if 
everyone was alright, knowing Hiccup was home alone, sleeping by the 
fire to stay warma€ 1 and then some mysterious and unnamed She comes 



over with a basket of goodies and warm words and company in his time 
of loneliness, every night lasting longer and longer until one night 
the storm forbids her from leaving, and she stays, cuddling by the 
fire, sleeping in Hiccup's arms on the floor beside the fire because 
Hiccup didn't want to soil the same bed he shares with his 
wife . 

Astrid was overcome with so much hate for this imaginary woman her 
teeth were gritted and her knuckles were white. She got up in this 
rage and prepared for the day trying to dilute it. Is this how Hiccup 
felt? Soa€l muddied by mistrust. Someone you trusted so completely and 
wholly, someone whose hands he'd put his very life into, had thrown 
his trust down and spat on it. 

There wasn't anything she could do to make it up. She couldn't even 
forgive him for the woman that didn't exist, let alone expect him to 
forgive her for a very real man, who not only existed but that he saw 
every day. 

Then a horrible thought sunk the pit in his stomach - what if 
Snotlout gloated to Hiccup? It was just the something he needed to 
shove into Hiccup's face. He was always looking for something to 
prove to Hiccup was he was better or stronger, or something other. 
Then what? To hear it from Snotlout first, that would only end in 
disaster . 

Astrid knew that she should leave the house and seek Hiccup out 
herself but she couldn't muster the energy. She felt soa€ 1 worthless , 
and angry, and such a horrid mix of feelings no one should ever have 
to feel. She sat at the table, water chilling in her hand, putting 
off the inevitable. 

She didn't know how long she sat there until Hiccup came back, tired 
out and the darkness of night behind him in the doorway. He didn't 
speak. He put down the short iron blade he carried around the island, 
and Astrid moved to get him a drink. 

"I got it." Hiccup said, moving passed her. 

A knife, that was what it felt like. Right into her heart, fingering 
her guilt and poking at it with rude little hands. 

He sat down, a roll of parchment and a stick of charcoal in hand. It 
was pressuring up, ballooning her guilt into her stomach, up against 
her ribs, pushing it up her throat. It couldn't go on like 
this . 

"Hiccup." Astrid said. 

He gave little notice that she'd spoken. He sat there, charcoal in 
hand, making notes here and there on something new he must be trying 
to think about. His little finger was twitching, something he only 
did when he was stressed, or nervous, or angry. 

"Hiccup?" Astrid asked, not wanting a shouting match, but knew there 
was no avoiding a confrontation. 

"Yeah." He said plainly. 

"Hiccup, you know I love you." Astrid said, hearing the pleading in 



her voice. But was there no way in her mind that didn't involve 
begging for the least bit of forgiveness. "More than anything." 

He looked up from his work. Those green eyes were like daggers, 
prodding worse than words ever could. So much so, words failed her. 
She'd never seen those eyes look at her likea€lwith such distrust, 
hurt, and pain he'd never thought he'd feel. But there it was. 

"Do you, Astrid?" Hiccup said. "Enough you couldn't spend twelve days 
without me? You felt the need to replace me?" 

"That's not how it happened!" Astrid cried, feeling the overwhelming 
emotions surging through her. She plunged in to a hasty explanation 
of the cold, of being alone, and fearing frozen death, and how the 
storm had been so strong he'd stayed. She tried to tell him that it 
had been for warmth, to survive, and it all had escalated. 

Hiccup sighed, the rage vivid on his face. 

"Why didn't you just kick him out like you always do?" Hiccup 
shouted . 

"You'd rather me freeze to death?" Astrid cried back at him. 

Hiccup didn't say anything but his eyes were on fire. 

"Do you?" Astrid said in a whisper. She anticipated the answer. If 
she were him, she would despise her too. She felt the sadness and 
pain liquefy behind her eyes. 

"Maybe you should have." Hiccup said, his voice barely 
audible . 

Astrid choked through a sob and clamped her hand over her mouth to 
prevent any more of those sounds escaping. Hiccup turned his face 
away from her and she took the chance to run. Outside into darkness 
and to the dragon stable around the back of the house. Toothless 
turned his black face to see who was running up, and with a grunt he 
welcomed her. 

Stormfly unfurled from her sleeping position and turned her spiked 
head to look at Astrid with her large yellow eyes. Astrid collapsed 
onto her nose, holding her loyal dragon in her arms. Stormfly nudged 
her, knowing something wasn't right. Toothless sniffed her back, 
nudging her gently with his head. 

Astrid left go of Stormfly, and patted Toothless. He was looking at 
her with a curious face, tilting his head, like he was asking her 
what was wrong. It was so strange how dragons just knew things, like 
an extra sense. 

"I'm sorry." Astrid told Toothless. Maybe he would pass it one to his 
rider, and maybe he would listen to the dragon better than her. 

She saddled Stormfly and took off into the cold night air. Where she 
was going she didn't think about. She just needed to leave. She flew 
and flew, and let the tears roll down her face. There was no one up 
here to hear her. 


A small island came into view. Landing, Astrid slipped off Stormfly 's 



back. There were no sounds on the island, just the crashing of the 
iron colored waves on the rocky walls that surrounded it. She hadn't 
taken any supplies, just the few things that were in the saddle 
bags . 

She made a fire with Stormfly's help. The dragon snorted, and laid 
beside the fire and went back to the rest that Astrid had disturbed. 
Astrid sat against her warm belly, feeling the rise and fall of her 
breathing. The fire crackled and heated her face and hands, the stars 
slowly moved overhead. 

Thisa€ 1 overwhelming guilt wasn't going away. It was getting worse and 
worse, and knowing there was no forgiveness was making it worse. She 
felt soa€ 1 worthless . Hiccup deserved so much better than she had 
been. Hiccup was right, she should have died. She should have died 
rather than betray him. Like a wife should. 

Against Stormfly, Astrid fell into an uneasy sleep. Her dreams were 
vicious and unforgiving, shame filled mini-nightmares that churned 
her into fleeting periods of waking. Under the stars she woke again, 
this time refusing to fall back into those dreams. She got up with 
care not to wake the sleeping dragon. 

The island's rocky coast was a short walk away. The waves crashed on 
the rocks, beating heavy with white foam and rage. Standing on the 
edge, her toes looking straight down over the rocky cliff, she 
pondered over Hiccup's last words. 

Maybe she should have died. It wouldn't be that hard, she thought, to 
just slip and fall, and put an end to this. Then Hiccup could find 
someone worthy of his time, and trust. 

What had she become? This was not the future she'd envisioned with 
Hiccup when they married. Not at all. It had been of happiness, 
oneness, and spending every night together and waking up in the 
morning together, and growing old together, in completely faith and 
trust. And she'd thrown that all away. For selfishness. 

She sighed, leaning over the edge, looking down its death dealing 
angles. It wouldn't be that hard. Stormfly would fly back to Berk 
without her, no one would be the wiser. She'd fallen off in flight, 
drowning in the water, body never to be found. She leaned a little 
more, the weight coming off her heels and onto her toes. 

Her weight tilted forward, and she felt gravity pulling her down. She 
closed her eyes, expecting a cold darkness to follow. The fall was 
interrupted but a sharp jerk on her arm. She was pulled back over the 
edge and two arms came fast around her. 

"I didn't mean it." Hiccup said quickly, her dead weight sending them 
to the ground. 

She hadn't expected him to just appear like that. He held her tight, 
burying his face in her hair. 

"Hiccup?" Astrid asked, her voice sounded dry and raspy, like someone 
who ' d been crying. 

"I'm sorry." He said. His voice wasn't its normal self, but a little 
raspy too. "I'm sorry, Astrid. I was mad, I shouldn't have said that. 



I didn't want you to go. 


She returned his embrace. Never again did she think she'd feel it. 
"I'm sorry. It's my fault. I don't deserve your 
forgiveness . " 

"Astrid, I love you." Hiccup said. "I know you're not perfect. That's 
something I love about you. And this is just a mistake we'll have to 
get passed. Together." 

"Together." Astrid said. 

Hiccup didn't let go of her, but helped her stand. Hand in hand they 
walked back to the fire where Stormfly and Toothless were snoozing in 
a circle around it, nose to tail. Hiccup and Astrid stepped over the 
dragon-wall and sat beside the fire. Hiccup pulling his into her 
arms . 

"Soa€luh, is he better than me?" Hiccups whispered in her ear. 

For the first time in a while, she smiled. "Not even close." 

He hugged her tighter, leaning over her shoulder and resting his 
cheek against hers. They shared a kiss, with more warmth than any 
other. It lead to another, and then on to another. Astrid rested her 
head against his chest. Hiccup had a hand tangled in her air. 

"We should get back to Berk before people notice we're gone." Hiccup 
said . 

"Yeah." Astrid said. 

They woke the dragons, Stormfly none to happy about being woken twice 
that night. She would be a stubborn ride tomorrow. But that would be 
later. They rode to Berk in better spirits than they'd left. Landing 
beside the stable the dragons gladly went inside for their next 
installment of dreams. 

Once inside the house the door was closed. Hiccup pulled her back 
into his arms, pressing his lips to hers. Pulling the other closer to 
themselves, they made it up the stairs and to their bed. They 
collapsed onto it, never leaving each other. 

There was a steep difference between Hiccup and Snotlout. Astrid had 
shared the intimate act with both of them, but she had only had sex 
with Snotlout, and she made love with Hiccup. There was energy 
between them, the magnetic power of love and was more mystery than 
words could ever explain. Each kiss was alit with passion, urgency 
for another, each touch was feverish and warm, another piece of dried 
wood on the roaring fire. Each thrust was a shared effort, eliciting 
passion and pleasure from both, the unbelievable power from being 
with the one, instead of just one. 

The east was glowing orange-purple and inside they were both 
breathless. Astrid held him tight and laid her head on his chest. She 
could hear his heart beating, a soothing rhythm that was more than 
calming. He rubbed her arm with his hand, callused and rough. 

Sounds were drifting in from the village outside. Hiccup sighed, and 
patted her arm. He nestled his nose in her hair. Astrid lifted her 



head to kiss him, starting small and slow, then working it deeper. 

She pushed herself up and over him, using her body weight to pin him 
to the bed. He didn't reject it, but gathered her in his arms. 

They rolled from side to side, never letting go of each other, 
hugging the other closer, pressing their bodies together. Some call 
it simple sex, but between a special number of people who have found 
that one someone, it is something more. Partaking in the oneness that 
only lovemaking brings, of body and of soul. 

Hiccup held each of her knees in his hands, sliding them up her bare 
thighs, as he slide himself inside her. She gasped at the incredible 
feeling that swan through her veins like fire. She drew him close to 
her, holding her arms around his shoulders, digging her nails into 
his skin with every thrust. 

"Hiccup, " Astrid said, ecstasy on her lips. They shared a heated 
kiss, lingering to lengthen its fleeting moment. 

It was escalating, more and more, and at the tip of the height Hiccup 
groaned into her ear, an audible exhale to a pleasure with no 
possible description. No other sound was more erotic to her, every 
sound he made, every gasp that escaped her lips, was far more 
pleasurable than either had imagined possible. 

"Hiccup, " Astrid said, catching her breath. 

He laid beside her, equally breathless. He turned to look at her, 
green eyes deep in love with the woman he'd nearly pushed too far 
away . 

"I love you." Astrid said. 

'I love you, too." Hiccup kissed her, emptying everything he felt 
into that one kiss. 

-End- 

I regret nothing! 


2 . 2 Frozen 

During a rescue the weather gets dangerous and forces Hiccup and 
Astrid to make an emergency landing. 

Onward ! 

The wind was vicious and cut like sharp swift knives. The steel 
waters were in a rage and the angry ice chunks were multiplying. 
Hiccup felt his grip on Toothless waning underneath his frozen 
fingers. He'd lost feeling in his face a while ago. With each breath 
the icy air cut into his dry throat and filled his lungs like liquid 
daggers . 

"I can't see anything!" Astrid complained. She and Stormfly weren't 
far behind him. 


Hiccup looked over his shoulder at them. She looked as cold as he 
felt. Her skin was pale and her cheeks had lost the pinkish glow 



they'd had when they'd started out. 

"I don't either." Hiccup called back. The visibility had gotten 
progressively worse until the sky and the waters were the same dirty 
snow color. The snow had started as flurries but had graduated into a 
blizzard. 

"Hiccup, we need to turn back or stop before we freeze to death!" 
Astrid gasped through the snow. "We can't find anyone if we're 
dead ! " 

Astrid was right. Hiccup knew it, but they couldn't turn back. He 
wasn't sure where 'back' was in this haze. And where could they stop? 
There was no land bigger than Toothless and the glaciers were sharp 
and jagged. 

The wind burst with sudden brute force. The dragons were tossed this 
way and that through the turbulence. Hiccup tightened his slippery 
grip on the saddle. The wind was too fierce and picking up 
strength . 

"We can't fly in this!" Hiccup shouted. But he was sure Astrid 
already knew that. They'd have to land soon or they'd end up in the 
water. Hiccup reached forward and patted Toothless's head. 

"Toothless, we need to land." 

Toothless growled in agreement and threw out a sightless roar. Hiccup 
could hear the sonic sound reverberating back to them. Toothless 
roared a second time and after a pause grunted with a head shake. 

He'd found something. 

"Take us down!" Hiccup directed. 

Toothless didn't hesitated and began his decent immediately. The wind 
fought back but Hiccup held on tight. He looked back to make sure 
that Astrid and Stormfly were following. They air grew darker as the 
snow pelted harder. If his face hadn't been so cold he might have 
felt the miniature blades. He was almost glad he couldn't feel 
anything . 

Hiccup swore under his breath as a tough wind pushed Toothless down 
with a sudden blow, upsetting his mechanical tail and sending them 
for a spin. Toothless growled as Hiccup gained control just as a wave 
crested a few feet below them. 

In this weather being wet would be a death sentence. Hiccup was glad 
when the landing spot Toothless's sense came into view. It had first 
looked like a giant iceberg but Hiccup could see the rocky base on 
which the ice had grown. It was a mile high with ice and more than 
three times that wide. Toothless was aiming for a crevice in the ice. 
With a well-aimed plasma blast Toothless made it wide enough for 
entry . 

A strong burst of wind blew off the ice just as Toothless made it 
through. It twisted his tail and sent him and Hiccup into a crashing 
skid. They flipped over just as Hiccup heard Astrid' s shout and 
Stormfly 's protest. Toothless reacted before Hiccup knew exactly what 
had happened. 

The wind had struck Stormfly hard and pushed her backward. Her rider 



was thrown off at a violent angle. Hiccup felt his chest thump and 
then stop. Toothless didn't wait for Hiccup's instruction and jumped 
back into the storm. 

Stormfly regained her ground but didn't have enough time. She 
cry-chirped as Toothless dive-bombed to the ice below. She landed on 
the iceberg's edge and watched from her perch. 

"Astrid!" Hiccup shouted into the wind. 

The ground was coming up too fast. Astrid reached up for him, hand 
open, eyes wide. Toothless was fast but there wasn't time. Hiccup was 
reaching back when Astrid crashed through the layer of ice and 
splashed into the freezing waters underneath. It slopped up on the 
cracked and shattered ice. 

"Astrid!" Hiccup cried after her. Toothless refused to land on the 
thin ice. Hiccup searched the still sloshing water for any sign of 
Astrid. If he went in after her then they'd both be in trouble. 
Toothless growled and whined at the ice and clawed at it from the 
air. He seemed as desperate as Hiccup felt. 

He hovered over the hole waiting fora€ 1 anything . He searched the 
calming grey waters but there was nothing buy shadows underneath. His 
heart was thumping hard and his hands were shaking. Was it just him 
or was time going slower? 

The water turned turbulent and Astrid burst through the gray surface, 
soaked to the bones. Her hair was plastered against her white-cold 
face. Hiccup leaned as far off Toothless as he could to reach down to 
her. Astrid tried to pull her shaking limbs out of the water but the 
only thing to pull on was the fragile and cracked ice. It shattered 
underneath her with each attempt . 

"Astrid!" Hiccup called down to her. If he could just reach a little 
farthera€ 1 

At last she found a thicker patch of ice and pulled herself from the 
water. By this time her limbs were ravaged by uncontrollable shaking. 
She coughed out the freezing water and gasped in the frigid 
air . 

"Astrid, come on! We're running out of time!" Hiccup shouted down to 
her . 

She looked up at him and returned his reaching, grasping his hand as 
best she could. She was more than just cold. The water was dripping 
off her and already freezing. Her hair, skin, and clothes glistened 
with tiny forming ice sparks. Her grip was weak and like trying to 
hold onto a struggling fish. 

Somehow Hiccup managed to pull her out of the water. She collapsed 
onto Toothless with a gasp. Hiccup placed a hand on her back to hold 
her as Toothless shot upward. Stormfly chirped in anticipation as 
Toothless flew into the ice cave. She followed them into the cave and 
lit it up with her bright magnesium sparkler. 

Toothless flew as fast as he could and landed on the first 
semi-smooth patch of rock. He blasted away what ice there was and 
bent down to make disembarkment easier. Hiccup left Astrid on the 



saddle while he search the saddlebags for firewood. His hands were 
fumbling as he dropped them to the ground. He knelt down and arranged 
them as best he could and motioned Toothless to light them. 

It simmered and grew into a blazing fire while Hiccup picked up 
Astrid from the saddle and escorted her to the fireside. She could 
barely walk and leaning into him, holding his arm in her shaking 
hands. She stumbled and fell as the warmth grew closer. 

"You need to get out of those clothes." Hiccup said. It took a few 
seconds before Hiccup realized what he'd said. Her felt a bashful red 
flush into his frozen face. 

She tried to speak but her words were mangled. Her fingers weren't 
working as she fumbled with her arm wrappings . 

Hiccup didn't have time to be bashful. He swallowed and he didn't 
waste any more time in pulling Astrid' s arm toward him and undoing 
the leather ties. He pulled the half-frozen wraps from her arms. She 
shook terrible in his hands. Hiccup found himself shaking too, but 
with stress not cold. 

She put her hands out to the fire and gasped-sighed with relief. But 
it didn't last long. She pulled off her boots and socks which were 
both slippery with ice. Hiccup tried to help but she shooed away his 
hands . 

The warmth of the fire felt amazing. Hiccup's skin was coming back to 
life and he was aware of how unbearably cold it really was. Astrid 
didn't say anything but hit him with the back of her hand and pointed 
to her shoulders. Hiccup took the hint and removed the metal and fur. 
The skin underneath was shivering. 

Astrid pulled at her shirt with her shaking hands and Hiccup 
hesitated to help. It was stiff and iced in several places and it 
would be better if she removed it. He inhaled and reached out to help 
her. She paused, and looked at him, but nodded. Hiccup took hold of 
the fabric and pulled it from her skirt and away from her skin. It 
crunched under his grip where the ice was forming. 

She raised her hands to make it easier. Hiccup pulled the shirt over 
her head and threw it with the growing pile of frozen clothing. 
Underneath, her stomach was red. She pulled the skirt from her hips 
and with the help of Hiccup's sturdy hands she pushed her pants down 
her red and frozen legs. 

Hiccup helped her to sit closer to the fire. 

"How are you feeling?" Hiccup asked. That awkward feeling was coming 
back. Would it make her feel less strange if he took his shirt off 
too? No, that would make it worse. A lot worse. 

"I'm better." Astrid mumbled. 

Hiccup shook off the weirdness and searched through the saddlebags 
for anything that might help. He found an old blanket that had been 
packed for a while with the wrinkles and smell to prove it. He shook 
it out and draped it around Astrid' s shoulders. 


"This'll help." 


Hiccup said. He sat down beside her. The fire was 



bringing back the feeling in his extremities. He could only imagine 
how it must feel to have been submerged in that ice water. 

"Thanks." Astrid mumbled through cold, but dry, lips. She was still 
shaking but not nearly as bad. 

Hiccup sighed in relief. This wasn't at all how this mission was 
supposed to go. They'd been sent a day before to find a group of 
riders in training who hadn't come back from an exercise. Fishlegs 
had taken charge and taken a small group of inexperienced riders to 
test their cold weather survival skills and then the storm set it. 
They could see the grey clouds from Berk. When they party didn't 
return Hiccup and Astrid wet out after them. 

Hiccup hadn't wanted leave give Fishlegs in charge. But he had and it 
was too late for regret now. Fishlegs is brilliant with dragon trivia 
and was a never-ending well of knowledge but he wasn't a leader. And 
Hiccup hoped to Thor that it was the weather keeping them. 

Hiccup had given Fishlegs the okay and whatever happened to them it 
was mostly his fault. He could have gone or done something. And now 
Astrid' s health was precariously hanging one the life of the 
f ire . 

"I guess we'll just came here for the night." Hiccup sighed. 

Astrid mumbled what Hiccup took for an agreement. Hiccup tried to 
ignore the fact that Astrid was just in her undergarments and a 
blanket but I kept returning to the forefront of his mind. 

"Hopefully, the others will survive the storm." 

"Hiccup, " Astrid said in a raspy and dry voice. "It's not your 
fault . " 

"What do you mean?" Hiccup asked. "It's ninety percent my 
fault . " 

"It's not your fault the weather turned bad." Astrid said without 
pause. "You didn't cause the wind that blew me into the water." 

"I can't help feeling like there was something I could have done." 
Hiccup sighed. 

"Like what?" Astrid asked, turning toward him. Her brilliant blue 
eyes were looking at him with reassurance. He loved that look but she 
always used it when he didn't appreciate it. 

"I don't knowa€ 1 " Hiccup shrugged. 

"If you'd gone with them then you'd be in the same boat. And then I'd 
have come looking for you by myself and died when I fell." Astrid 
said. "You need to let Fishlegs stand on his own, be responsible, and 
understand what it's like not to reply on you for 
everything . " 

Hiccup sighed, but Astrid laughed. It was hoarse but her warm laugh 
was inside it . 


"What?" Hiccup asked. 



"You're worrying over them like a real chief." Astrid smiled. "See? 
Your potential is showing." 

Outside the storm raged. The wind smacked snow against the iceberg 
and the ocean surged in torrents. The dragons were on edge. Hiccup 
guessed it had something to do with the instability of the ground 
around them. Inside their little cave the snow outside sounded like 
hail . 

Hiccup grumbled. For all they knew it could be a snow and hail 
storm . 

Toothless kept the fire hot and Stormfly curled behind Astrid. She 
leaned against her dragon's warm stomach and hugged the blanket 
around her. Her hair was still a little wet but not frozen. 

"Are you alright?" Hiccup asked. He could feel sleep settling in 
behind his eyes. 

"Yeah." Astrid said. She shuffled the blanket around her. "You know, 

I really thought I was done for back there." 

"You didn't think I'd save you?" Hiccup asked, a little 
deflated . 

"No, before that." Astrid said, a little uncomfortable in her 
confession. "When I was under the ice. There was a moment when I was 
I was looking up and everything around me became the same color and I 
didn't know which way was which. It was so cold, and dark, and I 
could feel my lungs burning anda€ 1 and I knew it was all over." 

"But it worked out." Hiccup said. 

"I started floating and I thinka€ 1 I heard your voice. I went toward 
it and then I heard you for sure, and I knew which way was up. I knew 
I ' d be fine." Astrid sighed. 

Hiccup smiled. It was warming to know that she trusted him like that. 
It felt like a warm hand over his chest. Without realizing until 
after he'd done it. Hiccup hugged his arms over his chest against the 
cold . 

"Hiccup? Come here." Astrid said. She turned toward him and adjusted 
herself. She held the blanket open like warm wings. 

"Are you sure?" Hiccup asked with a fluctuation in his throat. Even 
from this distance he could see the bare skin on her stomach and the 
gray around her chest. "I mean, I appreciate ita€ 1 buta€ 1 you 
aren ' ta€ 1 wearing a lot." 

"Hiccup, it's too cold. You'll freeze." Astrid said with certainty. 
But Hiccup hesitated, and then a mischievous grin spread across her 
face. "You'd rather freeze then sleep next to me? I thought you'd 
jump on the chance to snuggle." 

Hiccup felt his face burst with redness. There was no hiding it and 
he knew she saw it. He scooted it closer and Stormfly chirped a quiet 
greeting as he sat down inside Astrid' s open arms. She enclosed them 
around his neck and engulfed him in the warmth she'd concealed 
inside . 



For the blanket to cover them both they had to sit close. Hiccup's 
arms were in the way. He hesitated and tentatively snaked them around 
her waist. It was much more comfortable and Astrid didn't seem to 
mind. If anything, she moved closer. 

Her bare skin was underneath his hands. She was soa€lsoft. A lot 
softer than he'd expected. It was like the soft fresh yak fur, or the 
silk that Trader Johan would occasionally bring. 

"Having fun?" Astrid asked. 

Hiccup had been caught off guard. He hadn't realize his action again 
until they were called to his attention. He'd been rubbing her side. 
Embarrassment spread over his face but Astrid was smiling at 
him . 

"Sorry, I was justa€ 1 " Hiccup stuttered. 

Astrid laid her head on his shoulder and he stopped talking. He felt 
his heart do a rapid thump-thump and then pause. They'd hugged before 
and they'd shared several short kisses. But they'd never been this 
close for this long. Hiccup hand resting comfortably one her hip and 
the other was hugging her high enough to rest his thumb on the fabric 
that bound her breasts. And he couldn't stop thinking about 
that . 

Astrid laughed lightly in his ear. 

"What?" Hiccup asked. 

"You know we're going to get a load from the others when we're gone 
for the night." Astrid said. 

Hiccup smiled. "Yeah, probably." 

The twins often poked and prodded for anything to use against them. 

It had become a running gag for them. A night where no one knew where 
both Hiccup and Astrid were would be a gold pot for them. 

"Let them say whatever." Astrid sighed with that cheeky smiley. 
"Besides us, only Toothless and Stormfly will know what really 
happened . " 

The way she worded it felta€ 1 mischievous . Hiccup's hearth did a 
turnabout when Astrid stroked his jaw with her index finger. His 
instinctive reaction was to follow her finger and turn toward her 
where her lips were waiting on his. The inside of her mouth was hot 
and made the air outside feel frozen. Astrid had his mouth and she 
wasn't going to let him go. She bit his lower lip and pulled him 
closer, licking his parted lips. 

Hiccup couldn't stop the moan that escaped his throat. With her 
initiate he started the battle of tongues in which he fought 
gallantly but knew he couldn't win, because if he did she wouldn't 
let him forget it. When Hiccup withdrew his tongue Astrid bit it, 
pulling on it playfully, just enough so that he'd know. 

His hand held her tight. His thumb fiddled with the edge of the 
bindings, to the mysterious and forbidden skin underneath. 



"You know," Astrid said between prolonged kisses, "They're still 
pretty wet . " 

Hiccup didn't get it at first but Astrid tipped his arm upward so 
that his hand was poised to the binding's end. She pulled away just 
long enough to looked into his eyes with that mischievous grin. He 
kissed her again and this time she pushed against his lips. 

He fumbled with the bindings. He was a boy and never had to think 
about how they actually worked. Turns out, it was a long strip of 
fabric wrapped around the chest and tucked underneath to keep it in 
place. Once Astrid showed him where to un-tuck the rest was a game of 
patience . 

The breast bindings joined the other wet clothes and Hiccup couldn't 
stop his trembling hands and thumping chest and yearning somewhere a 
lot lower. Astrid gasped into his mouth when he began to explore her 
body; his hands going where they couldn't before. 

A series of moans from her mouth to his told him whatever he was 
doing, he was doing it right. That yearning deep below his stomach 
grew as he held her breast in his hand. It was like a plump ripe 
apple, and like the rest of her, unbelievably soft. In his 
exploration he found its hard center and Astrid hesitated her lips 
and moaned deeply into his mouth. 

In curiosity. Hiccup brought his other hand to join his other. Astrid 
gasped into his mouth and Hiccup took the chance to lead a trail of 
kisses along her chin and jaw and ended at the base of her neck. 
Stormfly adjusted which sent Astrid and Hiccup crashing to the 
floor . 

Hiccup stopped and started to get up but Astrid pulled him back down. 
He crashed back down on top of her and she threw her mouth onto his. 
She pulled him closer by snaking her arms around his neck and 
shoulders. She caught him by surprise when she wrapped her legs 
around his waist and pulled him tighter. 

She gasped at the impact and Hiccup didn't have to think about why. 
There was no way she couldn't notice it. Hiccup felt her smiling 
against this lips. She did a subtle motion with her hips and Hiccup 
groaned before he knew it. It was stirring something inside him he'd 
never felt before. 

"Hiccup, " Astrid gasped into his mouth. 

He paused to look down at her but didn't need to ask. Her hands were 
at the hem of his tunic and already pulling it up and off. It landed 
with a flop near her wet clothes pile. Her soft hands searched his 
torso, grabbing and maintaining a firm grip on his hips, pressing her 
palms into his back. 

For a while it was silent, between heated kisses and exploratory 
extremities, there was little room for anything else. But neither 
seemed to mind. Astrid started doing that incredible twisting of her 
hips. She kept her legs around his hips and he almost couldn't stand 
it . 


"Hiccup." Astrid breathed into his mouth. When she didn't say 



anything, or do anything. Hiccup leaned on his elbow to look at her. 
He admitted, to himself, that he would prefer not to stop. 

"What?" Hiccup asked. "Did I do something-" 

"No, no, it's justa€ 1 " Astrid said. Hiccup was concerned about the 
nervousness in her voice. 

"What's wrong?" Hiccup said. He adjusted himself so he wasn't 
directly over her. She loosened her legs and he laid beside her. She 
adjusted her arms and pulled the blanket over exposed chest. "Are you 
alright ? " 

"It's justa€l where is this going?" Astrid asked. 

"I don't know." Hiccup shrugged. 

She adjusted her hips. 

"I'm sorry." Hiccup said. He released his elbow and laid on his back 
beside her. "I guess it just escalated." 

"Yeah." Astrid nodded. 

Hiccup felt awkward embarrassment filling in where his previous 
excitement was vanishing. 

"It was fun thought." Hiccup tried to laugh it off but it wasn't 
working . 

"It was." Astrid agreed in a quiet tone Hiccup didn't know how to 
interrupt . 

"Soa€lwhat now?" Hiccup twiddled his thumbs. 

"Well, the storm still sounds pretty bad out there." Astrid said in 
the same tone. "It might take all night to blow over." 

"True. True." Hiccup agreed. He had a feeling this night was going to 
be a long one. 

Astrid coughed. It was fake and she didn't bother making it sound 
real. "You know, we do have all night. No one would know." 

"Know what?" Hiccup asked. 

"Hiccup." Astrid said in that stern tone she used when he was being 
ignorant to something she deemed obvious. She turned her head to look 
at him with a look that confirmed her tone. 

"Oh." Hiccup gasped when he got it. She was talking about _that_. 

That _thing _people do when they're married and that _thing _that his 
father would skin them both alive if he knew they were even thinking 
about it . 

"Yeah." Astrid nodded. She had that nervousness about her that 
absolutely adorable but at the same time a little frightening. That 
mischievous smile broke out across her lips. 


"Buta€ 1 that ' sa€ 1 I meana€ 1 " 


Hiccup stuttered out. He was on his elbow 



again . 


"Do you want to?" Astrid whispered. 

Hiccup looked down at her and felt a bit of a resurgence of that 
excitement below his stomach. He did, there was no doubt, but he also 
didn't want to. But was it intimidation or embarrassment that was 
holding his tongue? 

"Yeah." Hiccup nodded. 

Astrid' s smile widened as she bit her lower lip. Hiccup leaned back 
over her and she pulled him into a kiss he gladly leaned into. Soon 
they were folded around each other as tightly as before. 

The End. 

Hmmma€ 1 Originally I figured they'd have sex but then I got to the 
end and I realized that those scenes were totally unnecessary. Weird 
how a story kind of writes itself like that. 


3. Frozen: Alternative Ending 

This is an alternative ending to a previous drabble entitled "Frozen" 
where Hiccup and Astrid take refuge in an icy cave while scouting for 
missing dragon riders. 

Enjoy ! 

"Astrid?" Hiccup asked quietly as she pulled away. 

"Hiccup, where is this going?" Astrid asked in a whisper. 

"I don't know." Hiccup shrugged. He felt a little hotness enter his 
cheeks . 

Astrid gently ran her fingertips along his hip bones. She bit her 
lower lip with a shy smirk. 

"Are you sure you want to?" Hiccup asked. He was suddenly 
nervous . 

"We hardly get time to ourselves anymore." Astrid said in a wishful 
sigh. Her fingertips were lingering. 

"Yeah, but is it worth the risk?" Hiccup asked. They never got the 
chance to talk about this kind of thing. Someone else was always 
right there or barging in on them. Those private conversation never 
got the chance to come up. "I meana€lwell, you know." 

"I know the risks. Hiccup." Astrid said. Her fingertips halted and 
stayed where they were. She looked him in the eye with that beautiful 
smile. "It's worth it every time." 

The way she smiled at hima€ 1 it melted him, like ice over a fire. He 
could look at her forever. He leaned in to kiss her. She tightened 
her grip in his hips and pulled them closer to hers. He leaned and 
she leaned with him to the floor. Astrid fingered the hem of his 
tunic and worked it up and over his head. 



He could feel her chest against his. She pulled his hip bones against 
hers. Hiccup held himself up with one arm behind her head and tangled 
in her hair. The other roamed her body and ended up on her thigh. Her 

skin was so soft he couldn't keep his hand off. Astrid untangled her 

legs from his and wrapped her legs around his narrow waist. 

Hiccup groaned into her mouth when she tightened her legs and pushed 
his groin into hers. Her hands wandered his torso. Her nails were 
drawing lines that made him shiver. The last time they'd been this 
close she'd left scratches on his back and shoulders. He'd told his 

father that he'd crash landed while flying Toothless. He had the 

dreaded feeling that his father didn't believe him. 

He ran him hand up her leg and onto her stomach. She was so smooth. 

He leaned to have space enough to get his hand in between his chest 
and hers. Her breasts were like ripe fruit, soft but firm. He 
couldn't keep his hands off. It was something that he could only look 
at before but never touch. 

He squeezed it and moved it between his fingers. Astrid moaned, 
pausing temporarily from her kisses, when he found her fruit's hard 
center. He kissed her hard and left the warm comfort of her mouth to 
join his lips where his fingers teased. Her nails dug into his skin 
as his tongue roused the nipple. His fingers found the other. Astrid 
let out a sharp moan and arched her back, pushing her breast harder 
into the heat of his mouth. 

From one to the other. Hiccup's tongue got a thorough exercise. 

Astrid ran her hands through his hair and her nails let trails on his 
scalp. She gently squeezed his hips with her legs. Gentle thrusts of 
her own hips made his excitement all the more prominent. 

By this time they'd usually be scrambling for clothes because someone 
was thundering toward them. Luckily for them Vikings were very 
loud . 

Hiccup left a kiss and returned to her lips. She welcomed him back 
with a hard kiss. She tugged on his shoulder and her soft fingertips 
trailed down to the waist of his pants. She pushed a thumb underneath 
them. Hiccup took the hint and sat up. He untied his belt and 
loosened them. Astrid looked unbelievably beautiful laying there. She 
was so smooth, so soft, and so amazingly beautiful. 

He worked his way out of his pants. Astrid ran her hands along his 
chest. Her touch was driving him crazy. Their legs rubbed together as 
Astrid leaned up to kissed him. She moved to sit on his lap, keeping 
her legs around him. He ran his hands up and down her smooth back. 

She pressed her front into him and kissed him hard. She bit his lip 
and tugged at his hair. 

She was so closea€lhe couldn't last much longer. 

"Astrid," Hiccup whispered into her mouth. She made an audible 
mumble. "You ready?" 

"Mm-hm." Astrid mumbled into his mouth. 


She loosened her grip and leaned with him and they laid back down. 
She ran her fingertips along his jaw. Hiccup his under shorts, the 



only thing between them. Astrid did the same but as she was using 
both of her hands she was done several moments faster. She pulled 
them away from with a blush on her cheeks. She reached upward and 
helped Hiccup pull off his. 

He pushed them down his legs and couldn't help but feel exposed. The 
air was still cold even with the fire. He pulled the blanket over 
them as he knelt back down to Astrid. She snaked her arms around his 
neck. He could _feel _her below him. Nerves rattled and hotness 
surged into his cheeks. She wrapped her legs around his waist and bit 
her lower lip. 

"Ready?" Hiccup asked. He wanted to make sure. 

"Yeah." Astrid nodded. She gripped his shoulders. 

"Alright." Hiccup leaned down to kiss her. 

He poised himself and pressed himself into her. A moan escaped his 
throat with the incredible sensation. She gasped and her nails dug 
into his skin. He hesitated. 

"Are you okay?" Hiccup asked. 

"Yeah." Astrid nodded. "Its fine. Hiccup. Keep going." 

Hiccup did as he was told. He pushed himself all the way in, slowly 
to keep the pain to her at a minimal. And repeat. With each thrust 
her gasp grew less and less. 

The first time had been much worse. He didn't know it would hurt her 
so much or he wouldn't have been so eager to try it. It had taken a 
while because he'd been worried about causing her pain. She had said 
that it wasn't bad but there had been tears in her eyes. The second 
had been a little better, but not by much. This was only the third 
time and she still didn't look happy. She looked in pain. 

With each thrust the incredible feeling grew. How could something 
that felt so good to him be so painful to her? He heard that it got 
better for girls, with time. Maybe if they had more pract icea€ 1 but 
they never had time to themselves. 

Hiccup moaned into Astrid' s ear. He wouldn't last much longer. He 
could feel Astrid' s nails were leaving marks on his shoulders. But 
any scar she'd leave would be worth it. 

Hiccup gasped with the climax. He pulled himself out of her and she 
moved up in avoidance of his spilt seed. They moved their little camp 
to the other side of the fire, a blushed smirk between them. Hiccup 
pulled his arms around her and drew her in close. They sat down and 
shared a sweet kiss. Times like this, when they were so close, is 
when Hiccup knew he was in love with her. Without a doubt. 

"Was it bad?" Hiccup asked her. 

"It was better." Astrid said. That was sugar coated. "But it'll get 
better. Hiccup." 

"So we'll just need to practice more." Hiccup smirked. Astrid smiled, 
and a light blush ran across her cheeks. 



Hiccup ran a hand along her thigh. They both knew where babies came 
from. They both knew that one day they'd be married. They were both 
pushing those days as far in the future as they could. Yes, one day 
they'd be parents but not for a while. They were still young and 
there were adventures to be had. 

Yeah, a little corny there at the end. I knew that as I was writing 
it but I didn't do anything about it. 


4 . In the Cove 

I was rambling one night and this happened. It came about while I was 
trying to form a plot for a longer story of which this drabble might 
one day become a part of. But right now it's just its own cool little 
thing. Enjoy! 

Hiccup was stumbling. What had been in that drink? Had Dagur intended 
to poison him? 

Poisoning seemed unlike Dagur 's blunt approach but Hiccup wouldn't 
put it past him. Had he lied about peace in order to lower Hiccup's 
guard? Why else would Dagur bother with all the secrecy and 
comradery? Maybe Hiccup had been a fool to think he was anything but 
his deranged and shifty self. 

Hiccup stumbled and cold hard-packed dirt hit his cheek. His vision 
must be tricking him. The world was going back and forth like a ship 
through a storm. Either that or his body wasn't working anymore. His 
steps were miscalculated and if it wasn't for the trees he would be 
prone on the ground. He felt light as air and heavy as iron at the 
same time. 

Sleep. He needed sleep. He needed to get home to his bed. Yes, that 
sounded like a plan he could follow. But how? He couldn't just 
stumble into his house or through the village. People would notice 
and question him. He couldn't admit to his foolishness. Not yet. Not 
until he understood what was happening and why Dagur had poisoned 
him . 

He justa€ 1 needed a nap. Then it would all be clear. After a nap he 
could put this thoughts in order. 

Hiccup stumbled but this time there was no nearby tree to catch him. 
To the hard ground he fell with the thump. And there he rolled onto 
his back with a groan. The sun was getting low and everything way up 
over the trees was a warm orange. 

How would he sneak past the village and into his house? There was the 
back but he'd have to wait until nightfall. That shouldn't be too 
much longer. Hiccup closed his eyes just for a moment. He wanted the 
whirling of the world to calm. He didn't like feeling like the ship 
was running through a terrible storm. Back and forth. Back and 
forth . 

"Hiccup ! " 


Hiccup was thrown awake by the shout. Everything was dark and he 
could see the tiny stars overheard. Sleep, he wanted to go back to 



sleep . 

"Hiccup ! " 

Suddenly, there was a crashing presence beside him. Hands clutched at 
his arms and shook him out of his stupor. Astrid was leaning over 
him. 

"Astrid?" Hiccup choked out. His voice was hard to squeeze out. His 
throat was dry and I felt as though he'd eaten sand. 

"What happened?" Astrid demanded. She was trying to help in up. The 
lightness had faded and left him with the heaviness. He felt like one 
giant iron block. The grass was so comfortable. Why couldn't he just 
stay down there? 

Astrid was helping him up onto Stormfly. He didn't resist and as soon 
as they took off the cold air felt great. It wiped passed his face 
and pushed the sleepiness out of his skin. Berk was moving underneath 
them. It took Hiccup just a little while to realize that Astrid was 
circling the island. 

"What ' re you doing?" Hiccup asked. 

"Are you alright?" Astrid asked. She looked as though she was in a 
sheer panic. 

"Yeah, I guess. What happened?" Hiccup asked. His head felt like 
Meatlug had sat on it. 

"I don't know!" Astrid said. "I was looking for you and I found you 
in the woods half unconscious. I was trying to talk to you and it was 
like you didn't even know I was there. I thought I'd take you up and 
maybe clear your head. It worked, I think. Did it?" 

"I think so." Hiccup groaned. He put a hand to his head. "Can we 
land? I'm starting to get air sick." 

Astrid obeyed and soon they were descending into the wooded cove. 
Astrid slid of Stormfly 's back with ease but Hiccup stumbled and 
crumbled to the ground. 

"Hiccup?" Astrid said. She was again at his side in an instant. 

"I'm fine." Hiccup groaned. Surely he was not fine. "I justaC 1 need to 
lay here a while." 

"Hiccup, tell me what happened." Astrid said. She was still lingering 
beside him with no intention of moving. "Wait, I'll start a fire. 
You're freezing." 

Was he? He couldn't tell. It all f elta€ 1 numbed . 

Astrid and Stormfly had a roaring fire going in no time at all. She 
retrieve a canteen from the saddlebags and came to him with it poised 
at his lips. 

"Drink something." Astrid half pleaded with him. 


He did, and the cool water running down his dry throat was incredibly 



soothing. He drank half before Astrid pulled it away. 


"Thank you." Hiccup sighed. 

"Please tell me what happened." Astrid said. 

"It was Dagur." Hiccup tried to explain. 

"What? Dagur!" Astrid whisper-shouted. "What were you doing?" 

"I was trying to talk to him." Hiccup said. 

"Why were you talking to him? What could you even possibly have to 
talk about?" Astrid shouted. "And did you fly back like 
this ? " 

Hiccup paused. Panic filled his chest. He sat up but Astrid' s hands 
on his shoulders prevented him from moving any farther. 

"Noa€ 1 Ia€ 1 Toothless ? Where's Toothless?" 

There was a padding against the ground and Hiccup was met with a 
blast of hot breath and a wet tongue against his cheek. 

"He was worried sick about you. Hiccup. I think he was worried you'd 
died. He was curled up around you when I found you." Astrid 
said . 

The panic bubble eased but he was still worried. He didn't remember 
flying back to Berk at all. He was with Dagur and soon it all went 
fuzzy and black. The next thing he could remember with any certainty 
was waking up in the woods near sunset. He told Astrid as 
much . 

"Hiccup, what would convince you to go all the way to the Berserkers 
alone? Why didn't you take anyone with you?" Astrid asked. 

Hiccup knew she was referring to herself. Whenever he'd keep 
something from her she would feel offended. "I'm sorry, Astrid, but 
it was part of his promise. If I came alone then we could talk about 
peace . " 

"What made you think Dagur was honestly interested in peace?" Astrid 
asked . 

"I know. It was stupid. I see that now. I guessa€ll just wanted to 
believe that peace was an option." Hiccup said. He never understood 
why it was easier to explain himself to Astrid when it was so hard to 
do so to anyone else. 

"I get it. Hiccup." Astrid said. "Rest for a bit. Then we can talk 
about it more." 

Hiccup laid back against the ground and let the fire warm his face. 
The night sounds of the cove were so peaceful and relaxing. It didn't 
take long to ease back into sleep. 

There was a crackling of a wild Terrible Terror and Hiccup was pulled 
from his sleep. The sky was still dark but the fire was low. Stormfly 
and Toothless were snoozing in a pile on the other side of it. Astrid 
was curled into his side. The Terrible Terror hadn't seemed to stir 



anyone else. 


Hiccup slowly relaxed back down to the ground. Astrid murmured 
lightly but resumed her gentle rest. 

"How are you feeling?" Astrid whispered. 

"Better, I think." Hiccup sighed. "Did I wake you?" 

"It doesn't matter." Astrid said. 

That meant that he had but she didn't mind. 

"So, start from the beginning. Why did you go to see Dagur?" Astrid 
asked . 

Hiccup started with the letter he'd received a few days ago. It was 
from Dagur asking to see Hiccup about a peace treaty. Dagur had 
requested Hiccup and only Hiccup. If he brought anyone else the 
entire deal would be off and they would attack. Hiccup thought it was 
sketchy but for some unknown reason of foolishness he went anyway. 
When he got there Dagur welcomed him like an old friend. They ate and 
that meal was the last solid memory Hiccup could recall. 

"He must have poisoned me. I shouldn't have drank what he gave me. He 
was too eager to see me drink. I should have known he'd pull 
something." Hiccup said. 

"But why?" Astrid asked. "I mean, if he was trying to poison you to 
kill you then why not just stab you or something?" 

"I don't know." Hiccup said. He adjusted his shoulders. "Man, 
everything hurts." 

"Lie back down." Astrid said. She put a hand on his chest and pushed 
him back down to the ground. She knelt over him to check his limbs 
for injuries . 

He couldn't stop looking at Astrid. He rarely got to look at her this 
close without her snapping at him. Her eyes were do blue and her lips 
were so perfectly shaped. Her hair was like a halo around her face 
and so amazingly beautiful. She was strong and fierce but still 
retained her inherent feminine beauty. Everything about her was so 
perfectly shaped, her legs, her hips, her waist, her breasts, her 
shoulders. He'd managed a few glances here and there when she wasn't 
looking but he'd never let his eyes linger on her for this long. 

But she wasn't looking at his face or where his eyes were going. He 
let his gaze linger on her chest as long as he dared. He'd never 
admit it to her but he'd noticed their subtle growth over the past 
several years. They've gotten bigger and now they would fit nicely in 
his hand. 

Astrid leaned away from him and licked her lips. It left a shine on 
them for just a moment. 

"Hiccup?" Astrid asked softly. 

"What?" Hiccup asked. He tried to seem casual but she would no doubt 
catch him in the act. It was like she had eyes in the back of her 



head sometimes. 


"Drink some more water." She advised. 

Astrid reached for the canteen but Hiccup grabbed her hand. He yanked 
her down to him and she crashed into his chest. The impact pushed the 
air out of his chest but he didn't care. He wanted to feel her that 
close again. 

Astrid laughed and Hiccup saw his opportunity and he took it. He 
pressed his mouth to hers. He wished for the best but he didn't care 
if she punched him black and blue afterward. It was worth it. 

He held her to him with one hand against her back and the other 
danced up her arm and nestled on her neck. He spread his fingers out 
and tangled them in her hair. They stayed that way, playing 
tongue-tag, until a wild dragon cry shocked them apart. It flew above 
and vanished somewhere in the trees. 

Astrid started to get up but Hiccup held her tight. 

"Don't get up." Hiccup told her. It must be the lingering effects of 
the poison talking but he didn't care. Right now all he cared about 
was the fleeting moment of intimacy and not of the punishment or 
consequences . 

"Hiccup, we can't do that out here in the open." Astrid lowered her 
voice . 

"We don't have to do anything." Hiccup said. "Just stay here with 


She gave up resisting and sighed back into his chest. She made 
herself comfortable and the pressure of her body on top of his was 
incredible. If only they could stay like this. Just like this, 
forever . 

Hiccup let his hands wander and rubbed her back, her neck, and her 
arms. Astrid didn't say a word but breathed evenly into his neck. 
Hiccup tangled his legs in hers and rolled them over so that she was 
on the ground. He gave her a small chance to protest but when he got 
no such resistance he pressed his lips to her throat. She didn't push 
him away or speak. Instead she lifted her chin. 

He left a trail of kisses along her throat and neckline. He had found 
a spot on the left side of her neck that was just a little bit below 
her ear. Every time he kissed it Astrid would shutter and her hands 
would clench. He knew when he found it because Astrid would inhale 
sharply. Every breath that followed would come out as a slight moan. 
That sound had such an effect on him he tried to revive it as many 
times as he could. But once Astrid realized what he was doing she 
often shut her lips tight. 

But not today. Each kissed released a small moan and Hiccup craved 
them, one after another. He could feel the heat in his abdomen 
growing. He slid one hand down her chest and let it linger. There was 
no defense to meet him and he let it continue to wander. Through her 
thick shirt and the bindings underneath it there wasn't much to feel. 
But Hiccup had seen them and knew exactly how amazing and soft they 
were . 



He left her chest and wiggled a finger between her stomach and her 
skirt. He wiggled and worked it until the skirt was loose enough for 
his hand to slide under. He waited for Astrid's response before going 
any farther. She was still returning his kisses and tangled her hands 
in his hair. With that. Hiccup pushed his finger underneath the 
hemline of her pants. The skin underneath was warm and soft and it 
sent shivers down his spine. 

It didn't take him long to find his target. They'd had only a few 
times before to practice but Hiccup was getting better and faster. 
Astrid moaned into his mouth and he knew he'd found it. He worked his 
finger against her and inhaled the moans she let out. To concentrate 
he had to pause his lips. He didn't pull away but hovered them just 
above hers . 

The fire crackled and her breathing grew quick and her moans more 
frequent. His arm was getting tired but he couldn't stop. She was 
getting close. 

"Up, " Astrid moaned into his mouthed. 

Hiccup followed her instructions. As his finger struck it she gasped 
into his mouth. He moved it faster, hoping for another 
gasp . 

"Almost." Astrid gasped into his mouth. 

Hiccup felt the muscles in his arms lagging. But it wasn't too soon 
that Astrid gave a sharp gasp into his mouth, arching her back and 
then relaxing back against the ground. Hiccup slowed his hands and 
listened to her breathing. Such an amazing sound. Hiccup retracted 
his hand and wiped it on the grass. Astrid pulled him down and into a 
hard kiss. 

"Your turn?" Astrid asked, still holding her grip on him. 

"If you want." Hiccup said. He hadn't intended this to happen and he 

was sure she hadn't either. He didn't want to push her into it. 

But he didn't have to. Astrid pushed him off of her and onto the 
ground. She pulled on his knees and grabbed the hem of his pants. 

Like Hiccup, she'd gotten faster at undoing pants on someone 
else . 

She grabbed it, and the sensation of her hand around him was driving 
him crazy. He assumed she would use her hand as he had so when she 
closed her mouth around it he was more than surprised. Astrid wasn't 
giving him a chance to decline and Hiccup knew from the start that it 
wouldn't take long. 

The feeling of her hot mouth on him was incredible. In half the 
amount of time Astrid took Hiccup was feeling the edge pushing 

closer. It was bubbling up and it exploded inside him. Astrid pulled 

herself away just as he came. Hiccup cleaned himself off and pulled 
his pants back over him. 

Astrid leaned in for a kiss but Hiccup moved away. 


"Oh no, not after that. I've seen where you're mouth has been." 



Hiccup laughed. 


Astrid laughed and snuck a kiss while he laughed. Hiccup caught the 
strange taste on her lips and couldn't stop thinking about what it 
was . 

There you are! Thanks for reading and leave a review if you want. I 
always enjoy reading them. I encourages me to write more (wink, 
wink) . 


5 . Hot Springs 

I've got another drabble for you. It's a little something I came up 
with after a super cold day outside. I mean, what's better on a cold 
day than a hot bath? *wink* 

Title - Hot Springs 

They had planned to rendezvous on Broken Shield. It was a mashed up 
gathering of islands around several smaller dormant volcanoes. 

Natural caves and rocks jutted up and scattered the gloomy islands, 
making it look similar to a shattered shield. Steaming water bubbled 
up in several places and formed natural hot springs. Steam and fog 
surrounded the island's floor and made it look like another world 
entirely . 

Astrid made it there first, go figure. Stormfly touched down on the 
rocky ground and before she slide off she peered around for any sign 
of Hiccup or Toothless. When she didn't find any she sighed and 
slumped back down in the saddle. 

"Looks like we won, again." Astrid sighed. 

They'd made this date a week ago. Hiccup had assured her that he'd be 
there. Between avoiding his father, being instructed by his father, 
and dragon racers, they had little time together. 

Astrid jumped to the ground. It didn't take her long to find the 
cavern. They'd discovered this place a little more than a month ago. 
It was one of the places that hot water bubbled up and waterfall down 
a smoothed rock face. It pooled and cascaded down a terrace. The 
bottom pool was at lever with the cavern's floor. 

Inside the cavern it was warm and humid. Compared to the chill 
outside it was a soothing change. Astrid took a deep breath and the 
warm air filled her lungs like the fumes of the tea her mother used 
to make her on cold nights. She decided not to wait for Hiccup. She 
pulled the fur wraps off her arms, leaving them on a small rock 
platform to be safe from the water. 

She dipped her hand into the water. It sent shivers down her spine. 
She added her fur hood and shoulder armor to the wraps and soon the 
pile grew with her boots and skirt. She pulled her shirt over her 
head and the sudden exposure of her skin to the humidity sent a quick 
rush across her skin. She loosed her leggings and pushed them down 
her legs. She added them to the pile with a refreshing sigh. The warm 
on her skin felt amazing. 

She took a deep breath of the hot air. The steam filled her nose and 



she held it before she let it go. 

"Having fun?" 

Astrid jumped, turning quick on her heel, and almost losing her 
balance. Hiccup was standing at the cavern's entrance. He had a smug 
grin on his face and arms crossed over his chest. He was leaning 
against the rocky wall. 

"How long have you been there?" Astrid asked. 

"Long enough." Hiccup smiled. His brow was soft over his green 
eyes . 

He took the few steps between them and came to a stop in front of 
her. He reached up and stuck two fingers underneath the wrappings 
across her chest. He tugged it loose and pulled the fabric away. He 
laid it on top of her other clothes. He knelt down, and tugged at the 
last of her clothes, leaving a hot kiss on her hipbone as he pulled 
them down. She stepped out of them and Hiccup tossed them over the 
pile. He slid his hands up along her bare skin as he stood 
up . 

Astrid leaned in and took his lips in hers. She ran her fingers along 
his cheekbones and refused to let him go. So when Hiccup pulled away 
she made a face. 

"Get in. I'll join you in a minute." Hiccup said. He motioned to his 
leather flight suite. "I'm sweating." 

Astrid stepped into the hot spring. The churning water send 
goosebumps across her skin. She sank into it slowly, basking in the 
feeling of the hot water surging over her skin. When she folded 
herself against the side of the pool the water wrapped around her 
shoulders and splashed up on her neck. It soaked into her hair but 
she didn't care. It would dry out eventually. 

Astrid couldn't help but smile when Hiccup started to unbuckle that 
ridiculous armor of his. It took him longer to undress but she wasn't 
about to complain. She bit her bottom lip as the leather was removed 
from his shoulders. The armor made him look bigger but he was still 
lanky underneath. With all the armor gone he looked almost 
vulnerable. When he was down to his pants he paused. He looked over 
at Astrid with an embarrassment hesitant on his lips. 

"Hm?" Astrid asked. "Something wrong?" 

"You're watching me." Hiccup said with a shrug. 

"You watched me! You even took off my pants." Astrid laughed. It 
still felt a little weird knowing that he had watched her undress. 
Truly, if she would have known she would have gone about it 
differently. She would have gone slower, more deliberate. 

Hiccup blushed a vibrant pink. He didn't do it very often but it was 
adorable when he did. 

"Fine, I'll turn around." Astrid grinned. 


She pushed herself away from the edge and slashed a little as she 



turned. She could hear him pulled at his pants and throwing them on 
top of his leather. She could hear the fabric of his undergarments. 
She heard the contrast in his footsteps, his barefoot padded while 
his metal prosthetic clicked. Hiccup sat on the edge of the pool and 
removed it . 

Even though he was used to the fake foot he was still sensitive about 
it. She had seen him without it but she'd never seen him take it off. 
But it wasn't something that she wasn't to make an issue. 

The metal foot clanked on the stone as he set it aside. The water 
shifted as he slid inside. Astrid kept her back to him as the water 
rippled around her. She bit her lip as Hiccup rested his hands on her 
shoulders. He rubbed his thumbs in circles, working her muscles into 
relaxation, up and down her neck and spine. 

Years blacksmithing had left him with incredibly maneuverable hands. 
He could apply gentle pressure and delicately finger, or manhandle 
roughly with his callus work hands. Those talented fingers worked the 
muscles in her back and eased out subtle moans. 

"You know, I did bring a picnic lunch." Hiccup said into her ear. "I 
figured we'd eat first." 

"You want to get out?" Astrid moaned over her shoulder. 

He answered her with a hot kiss on the base of her neck and then a 
second right above it. His breath was hotter than the water. His 
hands slid from her shoulders and vanished beneath the water. They 
trailed down her arms and squeezed her hands. He pushed hands across 
her stomach. Astrid couldn't stop the erotic sigh that escaped her 
throat as Hiccup took her breasts in his hands. He squeezed them, 
massaging their centers with his fingers, inciting Astrid to relax 
against his chest. She worked her hands downward to either side of 
his hips. 

He pushed and pulled her hips so that she was facing him. Their lips 
found each other immediately. Astrid' s wet hands traced his cheeks 
and pulled at his ears. Hiccup let his hands wander along her skin, 
pulling her closer to him and closing the gap between them, and 
pressed their bodies together. 

Hiccup left a trail of kisses from her mouth to her ear. Astrid let 
her love of his touch ease breathless moans from her throat. She 
could feel his excitement against her waist and she couldn't help but 
wiggle her hips against him. He let go of her ear with a moan. With 
his empty mouth he caught hers and a hot war of tongues 
ensured . 

Astrid tugged at his hair while Hiccup pressed his hands against her 
thighs. He moaned into her mouth. She moved her legs to straddle him 
and squeezed his hips between hers. Hiccup moaned and Astrid took 
that as a signal to go. She took control and Hiccup didn't argue with 
her. He had before, and sometimes he'd won and sometimes he'd lost. 
Either way, it took longer and ended in hard-to-explain bruises, bite 
marks, and scrapes. 

But Astrid wasn't afraid to play rough. 

"Are you ready?" Astrid asked, breaking away from his lips for the 



moment . 


"Yeah," Hiccup said breathlessly into hers. 

They both knew it had been a while and he wouldn't last long. 

Hiccup loosened his arms around her and gave her the room she needed. 
She nudged him, pushed him against the side of the pool, and lifted 
her hips up and over him. She pushed herself down and gasped with the 
sensation of fullness. His tension against hers was incredible. The 
gasp that eased out of his mouth and into hers was hot and she 
captured it with a sharp kiss. 

Hiccup stroked her hips as she worked. He got closer and closer and 
let her know with his increasing ecstasy. Astrid could feel her legs 
growing tired but it didn't take him long. Each breath was more 
ragged than the last until finally the pleasure erupted. They pulled 
apart and Hiccup reached up to her cheek to pull her into a loving 
kiss . 

They kissed as the sexual passion subsided. They rested in each 
other's arms, her temple against his cheek, as let the water wash 
over them. 

"I've still got that picnic." Hiccup said into her ear. 

"That sounds nice." Astrid sighed. "I could eat." 

Hiccup kissed her hair. 

"Soa€lare you going to get out first or do I have to?" Hiccup 
half-laughed. Against her temple she could feel him 
smiling . 

ooooooooooooooo 

Refreshing, like a cup of hot chocolate on a snow day. Hm, we could 
all use more Hiccstrid, right? 


6. I Love a Rainy Night 

So, this is the first modern au I've done - of anything actually - 
and I'm kind of proud of myself! The premise of this one-shot is a 
modern time with the gang around 20. 

Title: I Love a Rainy Night 

xxxxxxxx 

The rain splattered against the seventh floor window with such rapid 
violence that it sounded like hail. The orange street lights were 
blurry orbs and the cars sloshed slowly through the heavy puddles 
while people rushed passed with newspapers or umbrellas over their 
heads. Water surged along the gutters and whirlpools sucked trash 
into the sewers. 


"It's a mess out there. Hiccup. Just stay here for the night." Astrid 
suggests as she peered out of her living room window. 



Hiccup stood near the door, her rain-soaked grocery bag in his arms, 
pulled between accepting her offer and walking on in, or declining 
and calling a cab. His phone was nearly dead and he'd been strapped 
for cash since he'd bought a new tire, which did leave him in a 
thicket. But as he was trying to decide what do say, Astrid pulled 
the curtains closed with a _swish _and walked passed him, turning the 
lock and sliding the deadbolt. 

"Just set that anywhere. Are you hungry or anything?" Astrid said. 

She motioned toward the small kitchen. 

"Oh, uma€lno, I'm good, but thanks." Hiccup shrugged. He leaned over 
to the island counter and slid the paper bag onto it. He hadn't 
intended to but when he set it down he glanced inside, carrots, 
orange juice, eggs. 

Astrid shed her coat with a groan and hung it over a kitchen chair so 
it could drip onto the linoleum. She pulled off her boots and tossed 
them at the door. She mumbled about being soaked as she vanished into 
another room. Hiccup unbuttoned his jacket and hung it on the chair 
besides hers. He hesitated at his shoes. Astrid knew about his leg 
but that wasn't the issue. 

He just f elta€ 1 _weird _about staying here. 

And the day and started out with so much promise. The sky had been 
blue and the sun was shining and he'd found a ten dollar bill on the 
sidewalk. And then it came crashing down, one rock after another, 
until he'd been buried. He'd stepped on his phone and cracked the 
screen. He'd spent that ten dollars on a pastry from this French 
place and then dropped it in a puddle. His old car that he'd been 
driving since he was sixteen finally gave out, sputtering to its end 
on the side of the road, leaving him stranded on a strange street in 
the pouring rain, in the dark. 

When Astrid miraculously appeared, knocking on his car's passenger 
window, he was ready to throw himself in front of a bus. She lived 
around the corner, she said. Why don't you come up and get out of the 
rain? You'll catch a cold, she'd said. 

She had gotten out of class and went to do some needed grocery 
shopping and held a brown paper bag in one arm. She too had been 
unprepared for the downpour but she stood in it like it wasn't a 
hindrance, like it wasn't there. 

It was awkward to follow her down the sidewalk and to her apartment 
building. He didn't know what to say and was glad when Astrid filled 
in the silence. She told him of her first car. It had been a 
hand-me-down from her parents and had died on her more times than she 
could remember. 

"But it never died in a convenient location or time, oh lord no, it 
was always on horrible weather days or when everyone else was busy 
and I was stuck on my own." Astrid had told him as they rode the 
elevator up to the seventh floor. 

They were both soaked to the bone. They left little puddles on the 
elevator floor, but it only added to what was already there. It would 
seem they weren't the only ones. At her door she reach around with 
her free and to dig in her bag for keys. 



"Let me hold that for you." Hiccup offered, holding out his arms for 
the paper bag. She'd given him a short look of surprised, but handed 
it to him, and with two hands she easily found the keys and unlocked 
the door. 

And she'd left him standing alone in her apartment. He couldn't 
figure her out. He took the moment to gaze around her place. It was 
so clean and organized, total opposite of his own, which was littered 
with clothes and books and just _stuff_. But Astrid seemed to have a 
place for everything. 

He reached into his pocket for his phone, the cracked screen jagged 
and fighting to stay alive, the little red bar flashing angrily at 
him. It was fifteen past ten. Sighing, he knew it would take more 
than an hour to get back to his place. 

Astrid came strolling back in, changed into sweats and a t-shirt, 
holding a blanket and pillow in her arms. She plopped them down onto 
the sofa. 

"The bathroom's right through there. I've got some sweat pants if 
your want to change." Astrid said as she stood back up and poised her 
hands on her hips . 

"Oh, you know, Astrid, I should probably go." Hiccup said. He tried 
to further reason his excuse but she stopped him. 

"Hiccup, it's cold and rainy and late. Just stay here. It's totally 
fine." Astrid said. "Or do you just not want to stay here with 
me?" 


"What? No, that's not it!" Hiccup said quickly. She had that look on 
her face, like she was hearing more than he thought he was saying. "I 
mean, it's just, well," 

"Hiccup, it's fine." Astrid said with a slight smile. 

Hiccup pulled off his shoes, leaning against the counter, and made 
sure the sock was straight on his left. Even thought she knew, he 
wanted his feet to at least look even. Astrid vanished back into the 
room that he guessed was her room and reappeared within a minute with 
a pair of unisex sweatpants. She handed them to him and he ducked 
into the bathroom. 

He changed, washed his face and hands, and admittedly felt better. 
Feeling the hot water of his chilled skin was refreshing. Even her 
bathroom was clean. Though the fixtures were aged she had kept them 
in good looks. Yellow and blue towels were folded and stacked neatly 
above the toilet. She kept scented soaps and oils on the rim of the 
bathtub . 

Back in the living room, Astrid was standing in the kitchen, placing 
a red tea kettle on the stove. She pulled two mugs from the cabinet 
and readied them with bags. Hiccup didn't mean to notice, but he did, 
that she had left her bra in the bedroom. The cupped formation of her 
breasts was gone and they moved freely. He tore his eyes away from 
them before she could notice. He didn't want to get a mug to the 
temple . 



"I'm not really tired." Astrid sighed. "Are you?" 

"Not really, no." Hiccup shook his head. 

"You want to watch a movie instead?" Astrid asked. 

Hiccup shrugged, but said "Sure." 

He felt silly for having to think about it. Saying 'no' would have 
been ridiculous. He sat on the sofa as Astrid thumbed through a 
binder full of discs. 

"How do you feel about The Avengers?" Astrid asked, holding the DVD 
around her finger, looking at him over her shoulder. 

"I like it." Hiccup nodded. 

Astrid smiled and put it in the machine. She jogged to the light 
switch beside the door and flicked it off with a quick finger. For a 
moment the room was bathed in darkness. Hiccup heard her bare feet 
padded across the floor, along the sofa in front of him, and the 
screen lit up with its blue-black glow as she turned the switch on 
the standing lamp. 

She plopped down beside him and left a small space between them. A 
few strands of her golden hair toppled over her shoulder and grazed 
his arm. They watched the movie in the same manner. Hiccup was 
hyperaware of every movement she made. Several times he thought to 
slide his arm between her and the sofa, but each time he convinced 
himself not to, for some self-conscious reason or another. 

What was the worst that could happen? She could push him away. She 
could kick him out. She could completely ignore it as if it didn't 
happen. Like the rain. 

He knew that in the morning when he attempted to tell Fishlegs about 
his experience tonight he'd be in utter disbelief. But that was how 
his life had been since he'd met Astrid. Unbelievable. 

The movie ended and Astrid was yawning. Hiccup felt it, too. Astrid 
got up and he felt the immediate depression in the air from where 
she'd been. She turned off the tv without removing the disc. She 
lazily switched of the lamp and once again the room was purged into 
blackness. Hiccup heard her footsteps to her bedroom door where she 
paused. As his eyes adjusted he could make out her silhouette in the 
orange-blue rain-light. 

"I'm sorry the couch isn't very big, or comfortable." Astrid 
said . 

"It's fine. Don't worry about it." Hiccup shrugged. It was 
involuntary. Astrid couldn't see him in the darkness and somehow that 
fact gave him an odd inflation of confidence. He continued to sit on 
the couch, expecting her to vanish into her room, but she lingered in 
the doorway. 

"Goodnight, then." Astrid said after a short pause. 


"Goodnight." Hiccup answered. He reached to spread the blanket over 
the sofa but he caught the pale shadow of Astrid still in the 



doorway. It was making him nervous. 


"You know. Hiccup, the bed is big enough for two." Astrid 
said . 

Hiccup lost his ability to speak. He listened to her padded footsteps 
as she drifted back into the bedroom. He was frozen solid on the 
sofa. What should he do? He wasn't prepared for these kinds of 
sudden, life or death, yes or no, immediate decisions. Wait, what the 
hell was he thinking? What decision was there to make? Astrid, a 
beautiful woman, had just invited him. Hiccup, into her bedroom. And 
every second he spent thinking about what to do, the invitation 
drifted farther away. And declining would be rejecting. What kind of 
moron rejected Astrid? 

In a panic spawned by the fear of accidentally rejecting her, he 
jumped up. Time was ticking. 

_Make up your fucking mind! _Hiccup scream at himself. 

Hiccup took a quick step toward Astrid' s room and found himself 
standing in the darkened doorway. Unlike the living room there was no 
thin curtain letting in the pale light from outside. The room was 
black. He tiptoed his way inside, feeling out in front of him for 
anything that he might bump into. 

He had taken several steps and not found anything when he heard 
Astrid whisper. 

"Take a step and a half to your left." 

Hiccup jumped at her sudden instruction, but was relieved when there 
was no hesitation or anger in it. He took that step and then tried to 
take a half of one. His knee touched the squishy cover of the bed. He 
reached out for it and put his hand on it. He inched his way closer 
and gradually sat on the edge. 

He heard Astrid move, sliding across the sheets, and he felt his way 
into the warm spot she'd left. The bed was by far more comfortable 
than the couch. But that was far from his mind with Astrid being so 
close. He felt the indention in the bed that her body made, the 
gentle in and out of her breathe, and the shuffling of her feet 
underneath the blankets. 

Hiccup lied in bed for what felt like a long time, unable to sleep 
with Astrid so closed to him, when her sudden movement jerked him out 
of whatever half-sleep he'd been in. He couldn't see the clock and 
his phone and died hours ago. This thoughts were frozen with the 
alien pressure of her warm hand on his chest. She curled against him 
and sandwiched his arm between them. Along his forearm he could feel 
her breasts through her shirt. The soft malleable lumps pressed 
against him without prejudice or intention. 

A clap of thunder shook the windows, rattling the glass, and 
brightening the outside sky with a sudden brilliance. In the 
illumination Hiccup saw the white outline of the window. It must've 
had a thicker curtain to keep the street lights out. 

The sound must have woken Astrid because she gave a quickened yet 
drowsy motion. She inhaled and stretched her back, which only pressed 



her chest into his arm, and released her breath into the dark 
air . 

"Are you awake?" Astrid barely whispered. 

"Yeah." Hiccup answered in the same quiet tone. 

Astrid didn't say anything for a moment. "Thanks for staying." 

"You kind of made me." Hiccup smiled. He felt Astrid scoot a little 
closer. Her forehead was resting against his chin. To have her so 
close felta€ 1 wonderful , but absolutely terrifying at the same time. 
His heart felt like it was having a seizure in his chest. 

"I've never liked storms." Astrid whispered. 

Hiccup wondered if the darkness gave her the same confidence that it 
gave him. 

"I don't particularly like them either." Hiccup said. He reached up 
and placed his hand over hers. Compared to hers, his was cold. He 
held his breath and when she didn't throw his hand away he 
exhaled . 

For what happened next, he was as unprepared for as anything else 
that had happened that evening. Astrid moved, off the bed, and Hiccup 
had just felt her hair tickle his cheek when her lips came down to 
meet his. Truly, he had only kissed one girl before, in grade school. 
So when Astrid took the lead he didn't complain. 

They kissed for an exalting moment, one he wished would never end, 
and she broke it only long enough to push her body over his. Her hair 
fell around her face and licked his cheeks. She brought her lips back 
down his but this time her kiss was harder. 

Her breathe was quicker. She gradually lowered her body onto his, as 
if waiting for him to push her off, not wanting to go to far too 
fast . 

Hiccup wasn't sure what to do with his hands. When she'd climbed on 
top of him he had let go of her hand. His hand fell naturally to her 
waist and he brought the other up to mirror it. She entangled her 
legs with his and Hiccup panicked, the excitement between his legs 
had to be obvious in the unrestricting sweatpants. And Astrid had to 
be aware of it. But, was it just him or was she softly pressing her 
hips into his? Was she doing it on purpose? 

Astrid parted her lips from his and pushed herself into a sitting 
position. Hiccup left his hands loosely on her hips and felt the 
panic of inexperience. Had he done something wrong? 

"Is this alright?" Astrid whispered. 

What did she mean? Hiccup repositioned his hands on her waist. 

"Yeah, " 

She was moving but her hips remained in their promiscuous position 
over his. Hiccup felt the fabric of her t-shirt being pulled from 
underneath his fingers and replaced with smooth warm skin. Hiccup 
flattened his palms against her and took a sharp inhale. He heard the 



soft _plat _of the shirt hitting the floor. 

"Astrid, " Hiccup said quickly. 

"Yeah?" She mumbled as she brought her hands down to his chest. She 
laid them flat against his shirt and fingered it, urging it upward, 
and slid them underneath the hem and onto his bare stomach. 

"I-I've nevera€ 1 " Hiccup stuttered. He couldn't think straight with 
her hands touching him, not with her bare chest so close, not with 
her sitting on top of his erection. 

Astrid removed one hand from under his shirt and found his lips, 
bringing her lips down to his, and hovering over them. 

"I kind of figured." Astrid said, he could almost hear that sly smile 
on her lips. She raised up, bringing her hands together over his 
chest, and her silence was deafening. "Do you want to stop?" 

Hiccup felt the panic - another impossible decision. But this time he 
didn't waste valuable time with thinking. "No." 

With his permission, Astrid pulled his shirt up, and he adjusted 
himself to make it easier for her to push it up and pull it over his 
head. She came down to kiss him, pressing her chest into his, and the 
sensation sent shivers through him. He hands rubbed her back, which 
he didn't think about. It _felt _right . He wandered over her body, 
back and neck and thighs, and anything else he could reach. 

She ran her hands through his hair and pushed herself into him. The 
subtle sounds that escaped from her mouth were beyond the put-on 
pornography noises. It was more erotic and inciting than anything he 
could have imagined. Involuntarily, he joined her in gentle pelvic 
thrusts, inventing a shared rhythm. 

Astrid took the next step, sliding her hand to the waistline of the 
sweats, and once again Hiccup was filled with panic. He'd told her 
about his leg but hearing and seeing were two different things. But 
he stopped himself from pulling her hand away. Why was he trying to 
find a reason not to? 

_Relax_, he told himself, _justa€ 1 fucking relax. _ 

Astrid sat up and pulled on the elastic band, and Hiccup took the 
initiative to let his hands wander upward to her chest. With his 
touch her hand let go of the elastic and he felt a bit relieved. In 
one fluid motion she grabbed his arm and repositioned her legs to 
switch their positions. He came down on her with more force than he 
intended, although he hadn't been expecting her to do that. 

Being underneath him, she swept on arm behind his hand and tangled 
her hand in his hair, and racked her nails along his shoulder blade 
with the other. She recaptured his lips and moaned into his mouth 
when she hugged her legs around his hips, pushing him into her. 

His panic didn't subside. With her on top she was in control. She 
knew what to do. But he had no idea what he was doing. What if he did 
something wrong? 

Astrid reached down to his sweats again and slid her hand under the 



elastic. She finagled herself out from under him, and for a moment 
Hiccup was terrified that he had done something wrong, until he heard 
the sound of fabric against skin, and a light thump on the floor. She 
came back to him and Hiccup felt his heart race faster than he 
thought possible. His hands had found her bare hips first. The bare 
skin of her thighs against his palms was incredible. 

But his panic returned when her hands gripped the waistband of his 
sweats . 

"Are you okay?" Astrid asked, a bit breathless. 

"Yeah, " Hiccup said, surprised at the breathlessness of his own 
voice . 

"Then what is it?" Astrid asked. He could hear the irritation in her 
voice . 

Hiccup tried to formulate words but failed in the time Astrid had 
allowed . 

"Do you not want to fuck me?" Astrid spat, which took him back a 
little . 

"Yes, but," Hiccup tried to speak. He reached for his pant 
leg . 

"Hiccup, I know about your leg. It's fine. I don't care." Astrid said 
as if it were obvious. 

"But-" 

"I'm fucking you because _I like you_, not because I assume you have 
two feet." Astrid threw her arms out, because he heard them come back 
down to her sides. 

Hiccup didn't know what to say. He stumbled over several words before 
Astrid silenced him. 

"Do you still want to?" Astrid asked, this time less angry. She'd 
retuned to that whisper she'd started with. 

"Yeah, " Hiccup nodded. He helped her pull the pant leg down from his 
artificial limb. The sudden sensation of plastic and metal replacing 
the smooth skin was still a stark shift for him, he couldn't imagine 
what she must be thinking. 

But whatever she thought about it, she kept it to herself, because 
the discarded pants hadn't plopped on the floor a second before she 
was on top of him, pressing herself onto him, easing out a moan he 
didn't know he could make. She had made a sound too, and he wanted to 
hear it again, and again. She poised herself over him and worked her 
hips over his. He reached up to her shoulders and trailed his hands 
down her arms and held on to her sides, feeling her breasts bounce 
with every thrust . 

He had masturbated but it was nothing compared to the real thing. 
Later he would worry about things like how many times had Astrid done 
this, and with how many, but for the moment he let the temporary 
ecstasy take over. He added his own thrust to Astrid' s and felt it 



coming closer and closer. Her breath was ragged and mixing with 
erratic gasps and he could _feel _it - and for a unbelievable moment 
it erupted and deflated. 

His entire body felt like it had been wrung through a wringer. Astrid 
lifted her self off and collapsed next to him. She placed a hand on 
his chest while they both caught their lost breath. Astrid pulled the 
discarded blanket back over them, and came to curl up beside him. He 
slid his arm between her and the bed and she rested her head on his 
shoulder. Thunder shook the window but it sounded farther away. 
Several seconds later the lightning lit up the night. 

"Was it everything you thought it would be?" Astrid 
whispered . 

Hiccup leaned over and kissed her forehead, giving her a gentle 
squeeze, "It was incredible." 

"You want to come over every time it storms?" Astrid yawned. 

Hiccup couldn't hide the shy smile that twisted his lips. How on 
earth did he stumble upon such a wonderful girl? 

xxxxxxxx 

A modern au has a different yet interesting feel to it. I like it, 
but at the same time I feel weird about it. Soa€ 1 .thanks for 
reading ! 


7 . Trying New Things 
Found this whilst cleaning - enjoy! 

Title: Trying New Things 

They'd gone past simple kisses a while ago. They had touched and 
explored every part of each other. Tonight was no different. Hiccup 
and Astrid had taken a evening flight together and found a small 
island to make up some their alone time. 

It felt great to be in each other's arms again without worrying about 
someone bursting in. It had taken only a few close calls to decide it 
wasn't worth the risk. Until they could share a bed these stolen 
moments were it. 

They lay beside the fire they'd built in a small cavern nook. It was 
safe from the chilly ocean breeze that sometimes carried ocean spray. 
They were tangled in each other's arms and legs. Connected at the 
lips, a hot tongue war continued with another battle. They traded top 
and bottom back and forth. 

With the heat of the fire a few pieces of clothing weren't missed. 
Within their battle for dominance they pushed and pulled until hands 
glided along bare skin without interruption. The bulge between hips 
couldn't go unnoticed. Astrid let her hand wander there, gripping him 
tightly, and pushed a moan out of him and into her mouth. She worked 
it, inciting the sounds that only she could nourish out of 
him. 



Hiccup positioned himself over her as to give her the better angle. 

He kept his lips over hers, hovering to keep the option for a kiss 
open, and keeping still while she did her magic. The view couldn't be 
better. Her breasts moved with her as her hand worked, her hair was 
splayed around her. He wanted her, terribly. But they had agreed that 
it wasn't worth the risk of an early child. 

But that wasn't stopping them from enjoying each other. He felt it 
surge through him and he groaned as the amazing relief came over him. 
The white erupted dripped down onto her pale stomach. It beaded and 
rolled off down her sides and onto the cavern floor. 

Hiccup collapsed beside her. He felt her lips on his cheek and he 
turned his head to return it. 

"We don't want to wait too long to go back or someone will eventually 
come looking." Astrid whispered. She smiled, "And I don't know about 
you but I'd rather be wearing pants." 

"Yeah," Hiccup sighed. He'd rather lie here with her for a while. He 
rubbed her bare shoulder and back as she sat up, wishing that she'd 
lie back down, hopping that a back massage would bring her back to 
him. Then he had a thought. "Hey, Astrid, you want to try something 
new? " 


"Hm? Like what?" Astrid turned, and leaned down on her elbow. 

"Well, uha€l first, hear me out. I was talking to Eret and-" Hiccup 
said . 

"You're talking advice from Eret? About us?" Astrid 
interrupted . 

"No, no, not _specif ically _about us. Abouta€ 1 girls in general." 
Hiccup said. He saw that cautious look on her face. He kept his one 
hand on her shoulder, rubbing it gently, and brought the other down 
and took one of her breasts in it. 

"I suppose he knows a lot about girls?" Astrid asked. 

"More than I do, apparently." Hiccup laughed. "But, he told me about 
something . " 

"About what?" Astrid laughed. "Are you going to tell me?" 

"I'll show you. I want to know what it's all about too." Hiccup 
said . 

He pushed himself up and gently pushed her back down to the floor. He 
positioned himself between her legs and leaned down to kiss her. He 
began a trail of wet kisses down her chin, her neck, and chest. He 
hesitated between her breasts and took in the sharp inhale that 
Astrid had taken in anticipation. He took each into his mouth and 
tongued out the erotic moans that drove him crazy. When he'd given 
each appropriate attention he continued his line of kisses down her 
stomach . 


He rubbed her thighs as his kisses took him to his 
destination . 



"Hiccup?" Astrid gasped. 

He took a quick moment to map his surroundings. He stuck a finger 
inside her, pushing a gasp out of her, and with the other hand he 
searched quickly for this mysterious spot Eret had bragged about. But 
he didn't have to look very long. Astrid let out a back-arching gasp 
and he knew that he'd found it. 

Good, he was afraid that Eret had made it up so he'd look like a 
f ool . 

"Hiccup, " Astrid gasped out as Hiccup took her in his mouth. 

Eret said he'd never get it on his first try but Hiccup was 
determined to prove him wrong. He worked it, and he would admit that 
the feeling of it in his mouth and on his tongue was more than 
strange. But he hadn't heard such sounds coming out of her 
before . 

She was getting closer, he could hear it in her voice, but their 
meeting was cut abrupt by a sudden roar from Toothless. 

"Don ' t stop ! " 

Hiccup listened to her. Their time was running out. Toothless and 
Stormfly both projected their warnings into the air. But Hiccup 
wasn't going to let this go. Astrid clutched her fists tight and 
arched her back, her breaths ragged and sharp, her body tense. 
Toothless gave one whine of a call as Astrid gave one finally gasp 
and went limp on the cavern's floor. 

"Time's up." Hiccup said, wiping his mouth on his bare arm. 

By now they were professionals at dressing within a very short amount 
of time. They put out the fire and left the little cave. The sky was 
dark and they could see no incoming dragons or riders . 

"Really, Toothless?" Hiccup threw his arms out. 

Toothless gave him an indignant look and scanned out to sea once 
again. Hiccup and Astrid saw nothing, but according to the dragons 
someone was on their way. 

"Let's meet them halfway, I guess." Hiccup shrugged. 

Astrid grabbed his arm and twirled toward him. She kissed him 
sweetly, then lingered on his lips, and kissed him harder. 

"Mmma€ 1 " Astrid pulled away and put a finger to her lips. 

"What?" Hiccup grinned. 

"That's interesting." Astrid bit her lip. "I just kissed 
mya€ 1 " 

"Yeah, you did." Hiccup kissed her again. 


X 



8. Cheating Death 2 - Hidden Scene 

Okay, so here's the "hidden scene" to Cheating Death 2, chapter 11. I 
wanted this scene in there but I didn't want to up the rating just 
for it. I know I could have made it darker, but I decided against 
it . 

Tip - if you haven't read my "Cheating Death" stories the foundation 
is that Astrid was killed. Hiccup brought her back to life, and now 
she has kind of a weird sixth sense things going on. And during this 
particular scene, Astrid and Hiccup are traveling on Johan's ship to 
a distant island to do something related to the plot of the second 
story . 

Okay, onward! 

Cheating Death Two - Chapter 11 Hidden Scene 

The spirit world remained a constant blur. The temple, houses, and 
chopped memories all blended together in a fury of darkness. Spirits 
were in a stupor. They wailed and cried and moaned but none seemed 
any more threatening than a flopping fish. The ground shifted and 
changed and no one place stayed much longer than a few minutes. Or it 
could have been hours. It was hard to tell. 

Astrid fought to wake up. Thunder shook the seas and lightning 
flashed and lit the lower deck in a harsh otherworldly light. Her 
body was stiff and she her muscles groaned as she stretched. The bed 
beside her was warm. Hiccup was sleeping next to her. His arm lay 
above her head and his chest rose and fell with even breaths. 

The sea was turbulent but despite that she closed her eyes to return 
to sleep. A scruff finger ran along cheek and she reopened them to 
see Hiccup's arm reaching across his body to hers. In the bright 
lightning illumination his green eyes were darker. His skin was 
shallow and pale. He looked sick, but she was sure he wasn't sleeping 
well with all the motion. She'd never had a broken rib and didn't 
know how it hurt . 

Yes, that was the reason. 

"You know, I missed you." Hiccup whispered. His voice sounded deeper 
as a whisper, smoother. It was sweet, nonetheless. 

"You weren't gone long." Astrid smiled. 

Hiccup rubbed his chilled thumb along her cheekbone. Lightning lit up 
his pale face, flashing across his darkened eyes, making shadows play 
across his skin. 

"I'm glad you're okay." Astrid whispered. "I didn't know what I was 
going to do without you." 

He shifted onto his side and leaned into her lips. His skin was cool 
but his lips were soon warmed against hers. She welcomed his touch 
but was careful to avoid his injured ribcage. But she didn't push him 
away. She kissed him back, sucking his bottom lip into her mouth and 
eagerly accepted his hot tongue onto hers. 


He shifted, leaning over her, and pushed her down into the furs as 



his kissed hardened. She let out a playful moan into his mouth, one 
she knew drove him mad, and tangled a tired fist in his messy hair. 
She was willing to let him take the lead this time. In recent days 
they'd had so little time for each other. 

He supported himself with one hand and roamed her stomach with the 
other. Their tongues fought a war as his hand grazed her chest, 
grabbing hold of a breast and squeezing, ushering out yearning moans 
from the back of his throat. Astrid hesitated before a kiss. 
Romantically speaking. Hiccup was never thisa€ 1 aggressive . Not that 
she was complaining, of course. This new side of him wasa€ 1 exciting . 
She kind of liked it. 

Buta€ 1 

"Hiccup, " Astrid mumbled between his lips. 

He broke apart from her lips and pushed himself onto his knees. He 
followed her gaze to the little doorway of their makeshift room. He 
leaned back to it and pulled the curtain over it. He was then back on 
top of her, crushing her mouth with his, pushing her into the floor, 
and nudging his legs between hers. He settled comfortably against 
her, despite any pain he must have felt, and urged his groin into 
hers. Moans melted from hot tongues and hairs were lost in 
bed-tangled hair. 

"Hiccup, he'll hear us." 

"No, the ocean's loud enough. As long as you don't scream." 

He said this into her neck and she took it as his natural sass, but 
something about it seemed off. He'd said it flatly, factually. His 
tonea€lwas off. 

He wedged his fingers underneath her skirt and pulled it loose. He 
pulled it down her legs and tossed it against the ship's hull. He 
worked the armor from her shoulders and worked her shirt up and over 
her stomach. She did not fight him but she wished it was warmer. The 
cold sea air leaked inside and the ocean spray left the ship in a 
freezing dew. 

He pulled is own shirt over her shoulders and tossed it. In the dark 
the dangerous bruise across his stomach didn't exist. Out of sight, 
out of mine, right? He tugged his boot off and his pants followed. 
Astrid started to push down her own and Hiccup yanked them away 
faster than she'd generally allow him too. But she let it slide. 

She'd yell at him later. 

In the darkness there was a sensation of mischief, of secrecy, of 
delinquent romance, and it made her skin sizzle from his touch. He 
ran his hands down her bare legs and left kisses from her knee, up 
her thigh, lingering on her hip bone, up her stomach, her chest, her 
neck, and onto her lips. He'd never done that before. It 
was a€ 1 thrilling . 

She was lost in his new tactic when he pressed himself into her. She 
gasped, feeling the sudden insertion, rapid intimate connection, as 
he poised himself over. He kissed her, hovered his lips over hers, 
which released a shuttering moan with every thrust of his hips. She 
clenched his back with her fingers and dug into his cool skin with 



her nails. 


His aggression continued. He was thrusting harder, almost painfully 
so, but a part of her enjoyed it. They weren't rough with each other 
Astrid hadn't understood the rough romance that she heard about. How 
did being mean make sex better? However, now the idea was clearer. 
There was something about it, the need, the urgency, the domination, 
that threatened to suck her in. 

His pleasure was melting into hers. All at once it erupted and he 
heaved a victorious sigh as he collapsed onto her, smacking his lips 
into hers, sweat from his chest leaving a cold impact on 
hers . 

"Hiccup, " Astrid whispered. 

"I love you." Hiccup whispered, fingering her hair. 

A balloon of warmth expanded in her chest, causing her heart to 
hammer and skip, her lungs expunged their air. "I love you, too. But 
we should get dressed now instead of waiting for Johan to walk 

in . " 

"We should?" 

"Unless you'd rather greet Johan in the morning with your bare 


"Point taken." 

The lull of the storm made sleep feel far away but in Hiccup's 
welcoming arms that was fine. She could lay here for a week without 
having a thought of moving. In his arms her dreams were stable. The 
screams and shadows were at a distance, like they didn't want to get 
to close. 

Astrid didn't remember falling asleep. She barely remembered 
dreaming. It was in Hiccup's arms that she woke in the morning. The 
water was smooth and the clouds were sparse. 

X 

For those of you who have read Cheating Death 2 - there are more 
hints in here about something that is happening that I don't want to 
just come out and tell you. I kind of feel like I made it too obvious 
in this little tidbit here, but that's okay. 


9. The Inkeeper 

OkayaC 1 so disclaimer - don't judge me. 

If you're uncomfortable with girl-girl then don't read. 

X 

They'd been married long enough for Hiccup to known every inch of her 
body, very well, in fact. He wouldn't skip a chance to see her naked. 
But there was something different in seeing her bare pale skin 
pressed against that of another that wasn't his own. Cream against 



peach, flesh on flesh, it was exhilarating. 


Astrid and he had been downed by a thick snow storm in a port town. 

It was less than welcoming but they'd found a tavern-inn whose lusty 
owner offered them room for the night. However, they had been short 
on coin and trade. The woman had sneered at them, clever and blunt, 
and offered an alternative form of payment. She smiled, and told them 
how had been shunned from her own home for her unnatural taste in 
women, rather than men, and her seemingly infinite sexual 
hunger . 

"Give me your girl for the evening and there's no cost." she had said 
to Hiccup but kept her eyes on Astrid. 

Hiccup had been flabbergasted at her outspoken desire. He was frozen 
from the cold and delirious from sleep deprivation, and when he was 
pushed into a chair in an upstairs room he noticed the warmth from 
the small fire first. His mind came back to him and he couldn't stop 

watching Astrid and her, mouth to mouth, breast to breast, sending 

such a fire through his limbs that he didn't comprehend. 

Seeing Astrid with another was not the jealous affair he'd always 
dreaded it would be, because those thoughts had wondered through his 
mind, and he had always become so angry and jealous at the imaginary 

man. But he had never imagined it would be a woman. He did feel 

jealousy, admittedly, but it was a different kind that he'd felt 
before. It was jealousy, but it was mixed with his own degenerate 
desires, forbidden acts, taboo relations. 

He wanted to throw himself at Astrid' s exposed back, add his hands to 
theirs, thrust himself into while the woman stroked her, and the idea 
sent him into a state of arousal he'd never experienced. 

"Hiccup, " Astrid breathed, more a gasp than a whine, and with a 
sweaty hand she reached out to him. 

Time felt nonexistent. His skin was on fire, his brain was moving too 
fast, surely his heart would thump out of his chest. His chest 
pressed into Astrid' s back, his arousal pressing into her backside, 
his hands finding her firm breasts, pushing her into him. The woman 
fingered every inch of her, sharing her chest with Hiccup, and kissed 
her with a roughness that Hiccup had never attempted, and slightly 
envied . 

The woman feel back onto the bed, pulling Astrid with her, and Hiccup 
after. She maneuvered herself and twisted her legs with Astrid in a 
web that pulsed, ushering breathless, eager, indulging moans from 
both of them. Hiccup's arm was tugged by the woman, to show that he 
had his chance, and he took it. He pressed himself into Astrid from 
behind, pushing out a moan from Astrid he hadn't heard before. He 
joined their rhythm, pumping harder than he had before, reaching 
deeper inside her than he thought healthy. 

He finished first, and quicker than he would have liked, but it 
didn't take long for the girls to follow. He was standing on his 
knees, watching, when Astrid collapsed back into him. The woman 
scooted back toward them and kissed Astrid sweetly, pulling her arm 
around them both, getting a handful of Hiccup's backside while she 
got reacquainted with Astrid' s mouth. 



That night they had had fallen asleep quickly, after flying almost 
nonstop for an exhausting several days, and left in the morning with 
few words. Hiccup avoided bringing up the night before. They were in 
the air and the port town was far behind when Astrid was the first to 
break the silence. 

"Are you okay?" she asked. 

"Yeah, " Hiccup nodded. But he heard the hitched tone in his 
voice . 

"Are you sure?" Astrid raised a brow. "Are you sure there's nothing 
you want to talk about?" 

Hiccup groaned. "We need to." 

"What did you think?" Astrid asked. There was a enthused humor in her 
face, like when she'd won, not wanting to gloat her victory, but 
modesty wasn't one of her best qualities. 

Hiccup laughed nervously, shrugging. 

"Do you want to try it again?" Astrid asked, staring at him 
intently . 

"Which part?" Did he want to know? 

Astrid laughed. "How do you feel about Ruffnut?" 

"Not good enough for that." Hiccup said quickly. He didn't have to 
think about that one. Astrid was laughing, and he added, "I could go 
my entire life, and then another, and be totally okay with not seeing 
her naked . " 

He was thrown into his own imagination, instead of the innkeeper it 
was Ruffnut whose hands were groping Astrid' s breast, moaning into 
her mouth, and webbing her legs with hers. He shuttered and tried to 
think about anything else. 

"What?" Astrid asked, aware of how his mind worked. Her smile was 
wicked. Yes, she knew exactly what he was thinking. 

"Nothing." Hiccup denied, regardless. "The answer is still 


X 

I'm not a lesbian and have never have sex with a girl so I don't know 
exactly how girl-girl sex works. I mean, have an idea, but it's like 
straight sex, you don't know exactly how it works until you've done 
it. I wrote this is a weird mood where erotic sex scenes sounded like 
a good idea. 


10. Secret Affair 

This one-shot was by request in spirit of _Days - Hidden Scene_. If 
you aren't a fan of Astrid and Eret - stop reading. Serious. It's 
rated M for a reason. You've been warned. 



A/N - because I want to make sure that the format of this story 
doesn't cause confusion, there are two periods in time that I'm 
jumping bath and forth between, the present, and the recent past ( 
i.e. every other scene is in the present while every other other 
scene in in the resent past) . Make sense? Good. 

X 

Title: Secret Affairs 

There was something in the water. The warm moist air she inhaled 
rejuvenated her chilled insides, rushing humidity through her nose 
and down her throat, thawing out her tired muscles. The hot springs 
were tucked inside a mountainous cavern and muffled the raging storm 
outside. Thunder thrashed against the world, hammering against the 
sky, threatening to rip it apart. Lightning was flashing, no doubt, 
but from within the rocky confines she couldn't see it. 

Her only light was a red-orange fire, lit by dragon flame, flickering 
against the raged walls. These hot springs were scattered into the 
cavern which wound down, deep into the earth. The sound of rushing 
water echoed and mixed with the storm's pounding rain. The sound was 
constant and soothing. 

Astrid exhaled. Her breath was lost in the rising steam. She 
feathered her hands through the water and splashed it up on her arms. 
She was filthy. Absolutely disgusting. She could feel the mud stuck 
to her skin like glue. It clung and gripped and she had to scrub it 
away . 

X 

Eret was again staring at the massive dragon he'd so honorable 
accepted. Skullcrusher , a rightly bestowed name, stared back at him. 
He hadn't attempted to ride the thing. This dragon wasn't like the 
others. It had little eyes that glared at him with contempt and 
mistrust . 

He reached out and touched the dragon's snout, like he'd seen the 
other dragon riders do, but Skullcrusher would flare his nostrils and 
shake his head, rearing his head away from Eret. 

"What do you want from me, then?" Eret demanded. 

Skullcrusher snorted and trilled, shaking his armored head. 

Eret harrumphed. "Damned beast." 

Skullcrusher snorted louder, snarling at Eret, who stood back. Good 
dragon or not, he did not want to be on the receiving end of a 
dragon's bad temper. And this beast had plenty of that. He could see 
it in the way that he looked at him. All the dragons looked at him, 
like they knew he used to be a trapper, the best he might add. It was 
like those beasts actually _knew_ that he didn't trust them 
either . 

"Well, look at you two, " Astrid dropped down from the sky on that 
tame nadder of hers. "You're bonding well?" 


"Are you kidding?" Eret pointed at Skullcrusher 


"This stubborn beast 



won't let me close. It's like trying to communicate with a 
bolder . " 

"Right, right, it's the dragon's fault." Astrid grinned. 

"Is that sarcasm I hear?" 

"Is is?" 

"Did you need something?" 

"Gobber told me that you're having difficulty with your new dragon." 
Astrid said, as if it were gossip she shouldn't be repeating. 

"I am not," Eret said, feeling a stab to his pride. He was the best 
damn dragon trapper. He should at least be able to conquer one of 
these beasts. That this one was already tame. It was just being 
stubborn and rude. 

Skullcrusher grunted, shaking his horn at Eret. 

"Oh, you can read minds now, too?" Eret said. 

Astrid smiled and crossing her arms like a disapproving teacher. 
"We've got a lot of ground to cover." 

"We?" Eret repeated. "What's this 'we'?" 

"I'm going to help you learn how to ride a dragon. Berk style, not 
Dragon style. His way is wrong. Our way is right." Astrid said with a 
nod . 

X 

Astrid had been keeping her hair out of the water. She had twisted 
her braid into a bun to keep it dry but it had come loose. It fell 
onto her shoulder and when she reached over to twist it back up, she 
saw the brown speckles, and her hand paused in midair. She groaned, 
knowing that she'd have to wash it out. 

She roughly untied the end and tossed it by her clothes. She wiggled 
her fingers through the braid and loosened it. The mud clung in 
clumps and made untangling it difficult. When the braid was replaced 
by muddied gold, Astrid held her breath, closed her eyes tight, and 
dunked her head underneath the water. 

X 


"It's about trust, not force," Astrid instructed. She's managed to 
get Eret and Skullcrusher into the air but they hadn't made but half 
a lap around the island when things began to turn ugly. She saw the 
problem immediately. Eret had his idea of what do to and Skullcrusher 
has his own. And they weren't listening to one another. 

Eret muttered something intelligibly. Gods, he was as stubborn as the 
dragon. Maybe a little worse. But, she'd taken charge of helping him 
with his dragon training problems and by Odin, she was going to fix 
it . 


"No, you stubborn beast, go left, LEET ! " Eret shouted. Skullcrusher 



growled and shook his head. 


"Eret, " Astrid shouted, "Let's land." 

"How?" Eret shouted, his irritation obvious and loud. 

Astrid groaned. She padded Stormfly's side and she emitted a series 
of trills and Skullcrusher responded with his own. An island appeared 
beneath them and the two dragons began their decent. 

"I didn't tell him to do that!" 

"You have to let him fly, Eret, trust the dragon." 

Stormfly landed softly whereas Skullcrusher slammed his weight onto 
the ground, thudding hard, and sent Eret skidding off the saddle. He 
yelped and landed in a heap several steps away from the 
dragon . 

"Damn beast." Eret spat. 

"Eret," Astrid said, a bit more forcibly. 

Skullcrusher exhaled, a puff of fire lighting the air a little too 
close to Eret ' s fur lined shirt. The heat sent him backwards but the 
momentary flame made him panic. He cried out, a bit higher pitched 
than normal, and yanked the shirt up and over his heard and tossed it 
feverishly to the ground. 

Astrid bit her tongue as he stomped on it. He was trying to put out a 
flame that wasn't there. Eret was not unattractive. There wasn't an 
once of fat on him, anywhere. He seemed to be made entirely of 
muscle. His pale skin was firm and pulled tight over his back and 
chest, foreign tattoos covered most of his back, a few stretched onto 
his chest and sides, and were mostly nautical-looking symbols but she 
caught sight of a few that resembled dragons. 

Eret ' s foot came to a halt as he realized that his shirt as not 
actually on fire. He looked down at it, then at Skullcrusher, who 
seemed to be watching his ridiculousness with sadistic glee. 

"So that's how it's going to be?" Eret said. His eyes darted to 
Astrid who hadn't realized that she'd been staring until she'd been 
caught. Eret raised a brown. A humored smile twisted his lips and he 
purposefully rotated his hips when he bent down to pick up his 
discarded and slightly singed shirt. 

Astrid adverted her eyes, pretending that the red on her face wasn't 
there, and scratched Stormfly's chin. 

X 

Erom underneath the water the storm was completely muffled. The only 
thing Astrid could hear was the swishing of the water around her. She 
ran her fingers through her hair until she was sure most of the mud 
was cleaned out. She resurfaced and took a deep breath while the 
water ran down her face. Her hair was soaked, plastered to her skin, 
and she began to untangle it, searching for residual mud 
clumps . 



Eret wasn't what she had first thought. She remembered landing on the 
deck of his ship, after falling when he's shot Stormfly down, ready 
to knock him out if she had to. He was hardheaded, arrogant, and an 
attention whore. But he had a softer core than his tough-guy attitude 
let on. He'd seen another way of life other than Drago ' s and he went 
for it. He was kind-hearted, brave, and strong. 

Astrid splashed her face with the hot water. 

X 

Eret and Skullcrusher had seemed to be getting along, but it was 
inevitable that they'd start up again. Astrid sighed, they'd been 
doing so well. 

"Alright, we're landing." Astrid yelled. 

Eret and Skullcrusher had both stopped questioning her authority. 

Eret ' s shoulder slumped like a child being lectures. Skullcrusher ' s 
head bobbed downward in a similar fashion. They drooped downward, 
toward a bit of land that jutting up out of the ocean like a fattened 
sea stack. 

Eret slipped of the saddle and gave the dragon a stern glare. 
Skullcrusher growled, snarling back at him. 

"Oh, gods, Eret, it's not about ordering your dragon around." Astrid 
yelled. Eret adverted his eyes to the ground. "It's about listening 
to each other, trusting each other, understanding. You have to have 
faith that Skullcrusher will take care of you. If you don't trust him 
then he isn't going to trust you." 

Eret shrugged, throwing his shoulders roughly. Skullcrusher 
growled . 

Astrid groaned, "You're both being so fucking stubborn!" 

Eret looked at her, an eyebrow raised, "Such language for a 
lady . " 

"Excuse me?" Astrid glared. 

Eret took her glare and faced it with his own humor. If he was 
bothered at all by it he didn't let his intimidation show. He instead 
smiled, "I didn't think you knew such harsh words. It's unbecoming on 
you . " 

"Oh, I'm sure it's lovely on _you_. " 

"It is, trust me." Eret said, a humored glint in his eye, "A 
distinguished vocabulary makes a sailor look educated and well versed 
on the waters . " 

"I'm sure it does." Astrid crossed her arms. 

Eret smiled, and Astrid caught the slightest vertical shift of his 
dark eyes, and she crossed her arms over her chest. His smile widened 
ever so slightly. 

"Alright, let's try this again. But this time I want you to let 



_Skullcrusher _lead. Trust me, he knows what he's doing. This isn't 
his first time." Astrid climbed back onto Stormfly's saddle. 

Eret was looking at her with a peculiar stare that Astrid choose to 
ignore . 

X 

Eret relaxed into the water and leaned back against the side of 
spring. The water came up to his neck and slopped up almost to his 
ears. After being in the cold, the heat and humidity of this place 
felt amazing. He didn't eagerly wash the mud from his skin but the 
warm water was slowly dissolving in. He lifted an arm above the 
water. His skin had a reddish twinge from the water. 

He sighed, that Astrid was something else. She was smart, strong, 
independent, and also incredibly attractive. Eret glanced toward the 
rocky wall that separated them. He could be daring and join her, 
forgo inhibitions, take the risk, but he stayed where he was. Those 
thoughts weren't productive. Drooling over her wasn't either. She was 
the Chief's girl. 

Still, girls like her were rare. The loose women that loitered in 
taverns and port town couldn't compare to her. They were poor 
conversation and only good for one thing. Beyond the bedroom they 
were useless. Girls like Astrid were the once-in-a-lif et ime kind, the 
forever kind. But, Hiccup was a good guy. If it wasn't for him then 
Eret would still be trapping dragons for Drago and lost with the rest 
of his men. 

X 

It had stared out so well. Eret was doing better. Skullcrusher wasn't 
being as much of a brute with him and they were beginning to 
understand each other. Admittedly, Eret ' s rashness was a shift from 
Stoick's even temper, so for Skullcrusher, Astrid understood his 
stubbornness . 

"Stupid beast," Eret spat. 

Astrid sighed. And it came crashing down. 

Skullcrusher was soon bucking, threatening to throw him off, baring 
his teeth. 

"Boys," Astrid called out as a warning. 

"It's not my fault!" Eret shouted back. "This damned dragon won't 
listen to me ! " 

Skullcrusher shook and fluttered his wings that sent a violent jerk 
into the saddle. Eret yelped and latched onto the leather for his 
life. When he was certain that he was safely attached, his face 
scowled . 

"See what I mean?" Eret motioned toward the dragon. 


Astrid groaned. She saw land coming up on their left and ordered them 
down. As soon as the dragons had touched down Eret was dismounting. 

He glared at the dragon and kicked at the ground. A tuff of dirt flew 



up and came back down. 


"Alright, walk it off." Astrid ordered. 

"Walk what off?" Eret spat. 

"You bad attitude. It's effecting the dragons." 

"My 'bad attitude'?" Eret repeated. 

"Yes." Astrid said. "The dragons are sensitive to things like 
that . " 

Eret groaned and threw his fists into the air. He mumbled something 
under his breath and glared at the ground. 

"Come on, let's walk," Astrid said. She motioned for Eret to follow. 
She started a slow pace, giving him time to catch up, toward a rocky 
outcropping that spread along the island, rising upward throw a heavy 
fog that curled around it's highest peaks. 

"What about the dragons?" 

"They'll be fine. They'll stick together." Astrid said. 

Stormfly settled in for a rest and Skullcrusher did the same, but his 
eyes followed Eret and Astrid as they walked away. 

"The first time I flew by myself, Stormfly argued with me the entire 
time. I wasn't used to sharing control. I wanted to have it all. But 
I learned that it's a sharing experience." Astrid told him as they 
walked around a ragged stack of weather-worn boulders. 

"You can't share control. It's how a ship works. One person tells the 
other what to do. If control was shared then everyone would be 
yelling and nothing would get done." Eret argued. 

"A dragon isn't a ship, Eret." Astrid said, coming to a stop. "It is 
a _creature_. " 

"I know that, Astrid." Eret spat. 

"Apparently, you don't." Astrid spat back. "Rider and dragon need to 
be able to understand each other, think with one mind, and trust each 
other to be there." 

"You say that like it's the easiest thing in the world." Eret 
shrugged . 

"It's not. You need to spend time with your dragon. Be friends with 
him. Learn from him." Astrid said. 

Eret had opened his mouth, but closed it slightly, his eyes trailing 
off beyond her shoulder. "Do you hear that?" 

"Hear what?" 

She listened. She could hear a steady sound, like rushing water, and 
a lot of it. Eret began to walk around the rocky wall. Curious, 

Astrid followed him. The rushing grew louder and soon they came to a 



opening in the rock, underneath a jagged bluff, a slit lead into the 
mountain. The rushing water was echoing within the darkness. 


"What is that?" Eret walked into the narrow cave with little 
trepidation. Astrid hesitated, but followed. 

"Eret, it's too dark to see anything. Let's go back." Astrid said. 

She was feeling along the walls as she stepped, following Eret ' s 
footsteps. "The dragons can light the way." 

Eret ignored her and kept walking. Astrid followed his footsteps and 
kept a hand along the rocky wall to keep her bearings. A dim light 
began to glow ahead of them and the cavern opened up. There was a 
crack in the high ceiling that let in enough sunlight to illuminate 
the area. 

"It's humid in here," Astrid said. The air was thick and oppressive 
and much warmer than the outside. 

"Yeah," Eret answered absently. He was looking at the far side of the 
cavern where a natural corridor wound into the mountain. The sound of 
water seemed to be coming from it. 

Astrid walked over to look passed him. The sunlight didn't reach all 
the way down the corridor but it was enough to see the sputtering of 
a waterfall, quite a ways into the mountain. It drained into a series 
of pools from which steam was emanating like smoke. 

"Hot springs?" Eret said, a mixture of triumph and disbelief. "Huh, 
you could really make a business out of a place like this. Pirates 
and sailors would spend decent coin to relax in hot water, and even 
more to do so with lovely company. Add a tavern, maybe an inn, and 
this could be the next big stop on the sea." 

"Hm." Astrid had been listening. There was a hot spring south of 
Berk, about an hour's flight, that she had picnicked at with Hiccup a 
few times. Thor, that had beena€ 1 a year ago, at least. 

"Judging by the mountain, and the sound, there could be hundreds of 
pools here . " 

"It's too hot in here," Astrid complained. The humidity was settling 
on her skin and sticking to her clothes. With all her fur-lined 
cold-prevention Viking attire the warmth was uncomfortable. "Let's go 
back . " 

"Eine, fine, " Eret sighed. 


X 

Astrid didn't like the feeling of wet hair against her neck. It was 
slimy and sticky and she couldn't wait to tie it back. With wet hands 
it was more difficult and she kept pulling hairs. She braided like 
her mother did, to keep it up, and tied it in a bun on the top of her 
head. She wiped a wet hand along her neck. A knot in her shoulder 
twitched . 

She groaned and dropped her arm. It splashed into the water. She 
reached around with the opposite hand and tried to rub the knot. She 
couldn't really reach it. 



Hiccup used to rub her shoulders. He'd gotten good at it 
too . 


Astrid sighed. He'd been so busy lately. She hadn't seen him hardly 
at all, but she understood. Being Chief meant he had a lot of 
responsibilities. And after Drago ' s attack Berk had been left with a 
lot of holes. He'd be busy for a while. Months, probably. 

Astrid sank into the water. 

He'd always be busy. Stoick had always been busy. He would be working 
most of the day and spending his spare time either at the forge or in 
the air with Toothless. His time with her had been limited to sparse 
passing-bys in the village or quick stolen kisses early in the 
morning . 

X 

The soreness in his legs was finally beginning to subside. Dragon 
riding sounds fun and excited but it worked a number on his thighs. 
Fresh from lunch. Fret had made it to the bottom of the Great Hall's 
steps just in time to see Astrid' s blonde head dart into the stable 
that connected to her house, followed immediately by her warbling 
dragon, whose wings were poised slightly outward. She held her tail 
at the ready to attack. 

Intrigued, Eret made his way there, cautious of the dragon. He 
stopped at the open side of the stable and amid the dragon's 
breathing he could hear the unmistakable sound of a contained sob. 

Was that Astrid? He didn't believe it. Astrid didn't cry. He walked 
into the stable, not hushing his steps, to make sure that the dragon 
knew he was there. Stormfly turned her head enough to look at him. 

Her yellow eyes blinked at him. 

"Go away!" Astrid warned, her strong voice marred by tears. 

Eret stepped around the dragon to where Astrid was sitting on the 
other side of the stable. She was leaning haphazardly against the 
wall like shed thrown herself down. The straw crackled under his 
feet . 

"Go away. Hiccup!" She spat, turning sharply with her arm 
outstretched, a curled fist ready to strike. Her face was twisted in 
anger and tears welled along the rim of her eyes. When she saw Eret 
her anger was joined with surprise and embarrassment. 

"Hiccup?" Eret asked. 

Astrid turned away from him, shaking her head, and stifling a 
sob . 

Eret stepped closer, "Did something happen?" 

"Don't worry about it." 

"I can't 'not worry about it' now." Eret said. "If it was enough to 
make you cry I can't imagine what happened. Do I need to beat him 
up? " 



Astrid wiped her eyes, attempting to shield the act from his view, 
and inhaled, although shakily, "It's nothing," 

Eret slowly exhaled. These emotional things weren't particularly one 
of his talents. But it was worth a try, wasn't it? He cautiously sat 
down with her. "It doesn't look like nothing." 

Astrid sighed, "I went to see Hiccup. I saw him sneak into the 
smithy, and I thoughta€ 1 and I complained that I hadn't seen him, 
anda€ 1 we ended up yelling. He said I was being clingy and 
unsupportive and overprotect ive . " Astrid inhaled, sucking back in 
whatever words she'd almost spewed. She swallowed, "He was busy. He 
had more important things to worry about." 

What should he say? Eret chewed on the inside of his cheek. His 
experience with females was limited to bedrooms and tavern tables, 
with the fuck-and-leave type, not with the intelligent forever kind. 
"I'm sure it'll be fine," 

Astrid glared at him, as if to say, _what the hell do you know? _What 
did he know? 

"It's not clinginess if you love them, right? And it's normal to want 
to be around the ones that you love." Eret said, a bit strained, 
because the words sounded odd on his tongue. "You know, let's go 
flying. It'll distress you." 

Astrid seemed to consider it, then sighed, "Okay." 

X 

Astrid sighed as she glanced toward her clothes. She'd washed them 
out and they were free of mud, but they were soaked. Of course, it 
was raining outside, heavily, and wet clothes wouldn't be a surprise 
to anyone. And being wet was more understandable than being covered 
in mud. 

A severe clap of thunder shook the entire mountain and rattled rocks 
loose. They clanks to the floor, a few plopping into hot springs. 
Astrid was listening to the rock-rain when she heard something else, 
something much more livelya€ 1 humming . She listened over the storm. It 
_was_ humming, Eret ' s humming. He wasn't that far away, just on the 
other side of the rock wall, a side-step, a skip, and half a jump 
away . 

X 

Eret begrudging began to work with Skullcrusher like Astrid had said. 
After spending time with him, Eret was beginning to understand what 
she meant about trusting the dragon, even if he wasn't going to admit 
it to her. But the next time they flew together she'd pointed it out. 
She'd complimented him on it. And he'd felt his face go a little red 
but he shrugged it off. 

They flew away from Berk for an undeterminable amount of time. The 
sky had been cloudy when they left but the gray soon took control of 
the sky. It darkened, an ominous black pushing through the gray, 
threatening wind and rain to throw even the strongest dragons into 
the wild ocean below. 



The rain came fast, pelting them mercilessly with hard cold drops, 
and lightning flashed too close for comfort. Thunder shook the 
sky . 

"Where did this even come from?" Eret complained. It was getting hard 
to see. 

"We need to land! Now!" Astrid shouted. 

They flew lower and landed on the first bit of land that they saw. It 
was a rocky island with trees and bushes shaking in the wind. The 
dragons skidded in the mud, the entire island floor had been 
slickened by the sudden downpour. Eret slid from the saddle and 
nearly fell, his left foot sliding out from underneath him, but he 
caught himself and paused at the awkward angle. 

"Great, " Astrid mumbled. 

Astrid stepped down and almost lost her balance. She looked at the 
sky in disdain. Eret looked down between his legs at the mud. An idea 
crept into his brain. He reached down and grabbed a fistful of the 
slick mud. It was cold, sticky, and thick. Astrid' s back was turned 
and he lobbed it at her. The mug glob explored on her back and left a 
brown splat on her red shirt. 

She turned on her heel with a look of surprised how-dare-you 
stretching her eyes into a wide glare. 

Eret grinned and threw his arms out, "What are you going to do about 
it?" 


Her glare narrowed and a refreshing smile stretched across her lips. 
She reached down to the mud and lobbed a clog of it at Eret. She 
barely missed. 

"Oh, come on, you can do better than that, " Eret taunted. 

Astrid snorted, not hesitating to throw another which landed squarely 
on his chest. It exploded on his shirt and splashed up on his 
chin . 

X 

Astrid listen to Eret ' s hum, interrupted with the occasional mumbled 
word, trying to place the tune. It was lively like a song sailors 
would sing in a tavern, as loud as they could, swinging their mugs 
with the melody. Overcome with a devious sense of curiosity, she bit 
her lip and slowly crept to the edge of the hot spring, careful not 
to splash the water too much, and pulled herself out. The air had 
once been so warm but now that she'd been in the water it felt a bit 
chilled . 

She tiptoes along the warm stone floor and crept to the rock wall. 

She could hear the water moving around him, swishing and splashing. 
Slowly she crept to the edge of the wall and risked peeking around 
it. Eret stood waist deep in the spring. His back was to her and 
firelight reflected on the lingering dampness on his taught skin. He 
turned halfway, stretching his arms, and Astrid held her breath. 


She wanted to turn away and stick her head into the cold rain. She 



wanted to stay until he left the spring. She wanted to leave and 
forget this ever happened but she wanted to see more. 

X 

The lightning drew closer and the wind picked up. The rain thickened 
and the thunder hammered. Eret and Astrid were both covered in mud, 
breathless, and laughing. She was beautiful when she smiled, even 
filthy. He wasn't aware that he'd been smiling at her until she 
looked back at him. Her smile shifted downward slightly and he moved 
his eyes. 

"Well, genius, now what?" Astrid asked, feigning anger but unable to 
fade her smile. 

"It's just mud," Eret said. 

"Yeah, but most people don't come home looking like they rolled in 
it." Astrid argued, her smile fading a little. 

"You want to wash before we head home?' Eret smiled, wicked thoughts 
running though his mind in a flash too fast for words. 

Astrid glared at him, forming her lips for words that didn't come, 
and sighed sharply. "Yes, I would." 

"Great, because if I'm right then those hot springs should be 
somewhere in that direction," Eret pointed to the east. 

He saw Astrid' s immediate reaction on her face but he couldn't tell 
what she was thinking. She closed her mouth, waited, and them nodded 
"Really?" 

"Of course, it'll be fun. Where's your sense of adventure?" Eret 
called, swaying back toward the dragons. They'd stayed clear of the 
mud-fight . 

X 

Astrid wasn't a stranger to men. She would not admit it, but her 
future marriage had already been consummated, a while ago, and the 
shame she knew she should have felt by looking at Eret ' s nakedness 
wasn't very powerful. It wasn't enough to avert her eyes. He was 
still humming, perfectly content with their proximity, despite them 
both being very naked. 

Astrid stopped watching him and pressed her back against the stone 
that separated them. She thought about going back to her own hot 
spring and letting this moment fall to the side. But something in he 
mind wasn't working. Logic seemed disjointed. It must have been 
disconf igured by the steam. Yes, it was the steam. 

"Where's that from?" Astrid asked. 

"What?" Eret piped, "Where's what from?" 

"The song, " 

"Oh, it's just a song we used to sing on the ship. It's stupid, 
really, I can't remembered but a couple of lines." 



"What's it about?" 


"Drinking, mostly, and falling of the ship, drowning, I think. It 
goes on for a while. I think eventually one verse is about fucking a 
mermaid, but I've only heard that one once or twice." 

"How do you fuck a mermaid?" 

"You know, I'm not sure. I've never tried. I'd think I'd drown 
first . " 

Astrid smiled, a little glad that he couldn't see. It was a stupid 
joke . 

"Are you peeking?" 

Astrid' s breath was caught in her throat. Had he seen her? 

"No, " 

Eret laughed. "You don't sound very sure of yourself." 

Had he seen her? She bit her lip. She _had _been looking. But he 
couldn't know that. Tentatively, and a little deviously, she crept to 
the edge of the stone wall. Eret was standing where he'd been, only 
this time he was facing her, his head titled in curiosity. 

"Are you sure?" he asked, a grin cocked on his face. 

Astrid giggled, quite an un-Viking like sound. Eret ' s grin grew wider 
and he stepped toward the edge of the pool. The water grew shallow 
and a little bit more of him was uncovered with each step. Astrid 
drew her bottom lip to her teeth. The muscles on his abdomen angled 
toward his groin and it tugged on something in her own gut that made 
her toes curl. Dark hair scattered across his chest, narrowed down 
his stomach, and thickened just as it dipped beneath the 
water . 

"What are you going to do about it?" Astrid teased, daring 
him . 

Eret ' s smile turned devious as he leaned on the edge of the spring. 
Astrid kept her eyes on him, daring him each step further. He 
hesitated before he lifted himself out of the water with deliberate 
slowness. The water dripped down his waist, streamed along his built 
thighs, and pools on the floor. Seeing all of him was tightening her 
stomach into painfully excited knots. He was firm, from head to tow, 
strong but not too bulky, with a half-up manhood that reminded Astrid 
of what they teased at. Her own inhale surprised her and suddenly she 
was aware of the gravity of her actions. 

Her excitement turned into panic and she tore her eyes away from him. 
She pressed her back up against the rock wall. 

_What the hell, Astrid? _ 

"Are you alright?" Eret asked, paused at the wall where he couldn't 
see her. 

"Eret," Astrid blurted out, "We can't," 



"Can't what?" Eret asked. 


He slowly stepped around the wall. She saw him in her peripheral. She 
was naked and she should be ashamed. But, she wasn't. Her legs were 
bare and her breasts were exposed and her hair was loose. Eret came 
over to her and stood beside her. 

"What can't we do, Astrid?" Eret asked. "Enjoy each other's company? 
Why not? Who here is going to slap your wrist? Who will ever 
know? " 

Who would know? 

Astrid turned her head toward him. His hair was wet and flat against 
his head. He was watching her like she was a wild dragon whose next 
action was as unpredictable as the weather. 

"You deserve more, " Eret said. "You amazing, Astrid, more than any 
woman I've met, and most men." 

She didn't know how to take this oddly timed compliment. Was it 
because they were naked and alone? She stepped away from the wall, 
away from him and his confusing compliment, and slid back into her 
own spring. 

"And you've got a great ass," Eret said. 

Astrid turned sharply, splashing water. Eret was standing against the 
wall and smiling at her without embarrassment. She felt the blush on 
her face spread across her cheeks and nose. She lifted her arms and 
crossed them over her chest. 

"I'm not just saying that, either. I've seen a lot of women, naked, 
and you've got a greataC 1 everything, really." Eret sighed. "Any man 
would be the luckiest on this side if Asgard to have you. And the 
other side, too, " 

Eret took several steps toward her and he turned to keep her eyes on 
him. He stopped at the edge of the spring. He tentatively climbed 
inside, watching her, waiting for a negative reaction, but she didn't 
give him one. He walked through the spring and stopped at arm's 
length from her. 

She caught his eyes flicker downward and she felt a flutter in her 
stomach . 

"No one would know," Astrid repeated. Gods, she _wanted_ to. 

"No one would know." Eret said. 

He leaned in and she met him halfway. She plastered her lips onto 
his, unsure of what she was doing and completely aware of it. He 
kissed her roughly but with a gentle intention. She traced her 
fingertips along his sculpted chest and onto his broad shoulders. His 
muscles were firm and warm under her touch. Suddenly, she wanted to 
touch more of him, all of him. He bit at her lip, pulled it with his 
teeth, and licked her top lip. With her mouth open he latched his 
tongue onto hers, starting a rash war that crossed teeth and air, 
pulling out playful groans and laughs from both sides. 



He reached around her and rested one large hand on her lower back and 
traced his other across her back and up to her shoulder. Using both 
of them he pressed her against him. She gasped into his mouth when 
she _felt_ him. His previous half-up had gone full-up. It poked at 
her abdomen and sent waves of excitement and fear through her nerves. 
In a rush of feverish emotion she retracted on of her hands from his 
shoulders and traced it down his chest, fingering the hair that 
gathered on his lower abdomen, and slipped below the water to fasten 
around his erection. 

The sound he made was incredibly enticing. She tightened her grip and 
pushed a similar groan from the back of his throat. _Gods_, he was 
big. Bigger than Hiccup, at least, which didn't mean much as he was 
the only other man who ' d she's seen _up_. She stroked him, wanting to 
hear that sound again. 

What were they doing? No one would know. Eret was attractive. _Very_ 
attractive. No one would know. She wasn't a virgin. No one would 
know. Hiccup hadn't so much as look her way in weeks, save for their 
argument, which had ended with him denying her importance. Besides, 
no one would know. 

"I could make you feel great," Eret breathed against her lips. He 
left them and began to leave hot kisses across her cheek and to her 
ear, "I could do things to you that you've never dreamed of," 

He pressed his hand to her hip, running his fingers along the top of 
her thigh, pulling her to him, pressing against her. 

Her breathing was erratic and his was hot on her neck. She clamped 
her nails on his shoulders as his teeth gently bit at the side of her 
neck, teasing a sensitivity she'd been unaware of. She gasped as he 
paved a trail down her neck, landing his tongue alone her collarbone, 
dragging it purposefully across her throat. He kissed up the other 
side to her ear. 

This was taboo, she knew, being with a man that wasn't her husband. 
However, as of the moment, she didn't have a husband. But being with 
a man out of wedlock was equally taboo, if not a little more, but 
still, no one would know. She doubted that Hiccup would look at her 
and be able to tell that someone else had been there. 

Eret was kissing her neck, suckling her humid-sensitive skin, gasping 
as her hand explored the parts of him that she wasn't supposed to 
see. No one would know. These things happen and no one has been 
struck by lightning. No one was around. No one was looking for them. 
It could be their secret. No one would know. 

His lips found hers again. "It's alright if you don't want to," he 
spoke direction into her mouth, "I won't make you." 

In a sudden and rash decision, her grip tightened on his erection and 
she pulled him close, into her thigh. He gasped, his hot breath 
hitting onto her lips, groaning with her touch. His lips were on 
hers, harder this time, clasping at her waist. He slid a hand up to 
her chest and took a breast into his hand. He squeezed it playfully, 
teasing her nipple with his thumb, pulling sounds out of her that she 
didn't know she could make. 



Thunder shook the cavern as he clasped onto her waist and hoisted her 
out of the water. He carried her out of the spring and onto the 
smooth stone floor. He laid her down and knelt over her, holding 
himself up with one hand while exploring her body with the other, and 
she did the same. She tangled his dark hair and relished the pressure 
he added against her. 

He stroked her outer thigh and gradually worked his way between her 
legs. He pressed himself against the inside of her thigh and the 
hardness of his flesh sent shivers along her skin where he touched 
her. She scratched at his shoulders. He was poised above her, surely 
ready by now, she could feel his readiness. 

"What are you waiting for?" Astrid said into his mouth. 

"Hmm?" Eret mouthed, "Do you need something?" 

Astrid moaned when she felt his hand slide across her hip bone and 
down between her legs, fingering her opening and sliding a finger 
inside, reaching as far in as he could. Involuntary spasms sprang 
along her back and she thrust her hips into his hand. He withdrew his 
hand and repositioned himself over her and without warning he thrust 
himself inside her. 

She gasped with the sharp pain of disuse. 

"Are you okay?" Eret said quickly, like he'd just run up the Great 
Hall stairs. 

"Yeah," Astrid breathed, "It's justa€lbeen a while," 

"I'm sorry, " 

"Don't be, keep going," 

He did and within a few stokes the pain was gone. It was the familiar 
feeling of fullness, of emotional overwhelming, of physical pleasure, 
that brought about the treacherous satisfaction. She worked with him, 
supplementing his rhythm with her own, hips to hips. She wrapped her 
legs around his waist, pulling him closer. 

Eret groaned, "Odin's breatha€ 1 " 

"a€ 1 harder, " 

Eret paused before thrusting back inside her with force. It knock a 
gasp from her throat and sent her nails digging into the skin of his 
back . 

"How's that?" Eret teased at her ear. 

"Again," she commanded, "a€l_ahh_, " 

Eret pulled out but didn't replace. In the momentarily lapse Astrid 
looked up at him with a glare in her eye. "What?" 

"Get up," Eret said, standing on his knees. 


"What?" Astrid repeated. 



"I'm showing you something," Eret said, a wicked grin on his face. 
"Come on, get up. Turn around, yeah, like that. Now, get on your 
knees . " 

She followed his instructions. She was kneeling on her hands and 
knees with her palms flat on the warm stone ground. Her hair fell 
around her face and her vision was obscured. Eret positioned himself 
behind her and held onto her hips. He used his legs to part her 
thighs . 

"Get lower, " 

This angle felt ridiculous and a little demeaning. She wasn't some 
farm animal. She was about to voice these thoughts when he thrust 
into her, hard, sending her to the ground. She managed to protect 
herself from the floor by her elbows. He pulled her hips toward him 
and thrust his into hers, the combined action enticed more than a 
moan, it was a gasp, a cry of unexpected sensation. 

"Oh, _gods_, " Astrid cried toward the floor, " It ' sa€ 1 deep, " 

"Do you want to switch back?" Eret asked, a husk in his voice sent 
shivers down her spine. 

"No," she said, unable to ignore the pleading in her own voice. 

He continued, with every thrust she could feel the sensation 
intensifying, sending shockwaves through her back and down her legs. 
She gasped, feeling the steadiness of her limbs decreasing, but was 
desperate to not stop. She never wanted it to stop. It was coming 
closer, a fire sparking between her legs, spreading upwards into her 
abdomen and down her legs . 

"_Oh_a€ 1 don ' t stop," 

He thrust into her harder and pushed out a cry. He increased his 
speed and gasped between his own pleasure and exhaustion. He grunted 
against her back, rolling his tongue along a growl, pushing her far 
closer than she thought possible. She couldn't take it anymore and 
she knew she would black out or collapse when it erupted, sending a 
white-hot wave of pleasure surging through her muscles and 
veins . 

She cried out, relieved and exhausted, but altogether saddened that 
it was over. Eret ' s grip on her hips was firm. He was sure to leave 
bruises but she didn't mind, not today anyway. He grunted against 
her, keeping his quick pace, and at last he gasped to her back. His 
thrusting paused and slowed and he pulled out with a shuttering 
inhale. He collapsed to the floor and she crashed beside him. 

The thunder rattled the world outside but the steam inside the hot 
springs was unaffected. Lying there, breathless, together on the 
stone floor, the steam sucked the sweat away and replaced it with 
healthy humidity. The rain had lifted some but was still audible over 
the rushing of the hot springs. 

"We should totally do that more often," Eret nodded toward her. 

"No one has to know," Astrid said, breathless still. 



"No one has to know." Eret repeated. 


It was a silent agreement, double-sided satisfaction, a secret that 
would remained between them and no other, not even a dragon. It was 
the beginning of a secret affair that they both knew was doomed. He 
was a discarded pirate. She was the Chief's wife. It would someday 
implore from the sneaking and the sex and leave them simmering in 
ashes of broken hearts and sour betrayal. That day was far and 
currently nonexistent. It was a warning gone unheard until it was too 
late . 

X 


11. I'll Scream You if You Scream Mine 

Soa€ 1 I was feeling smutty and _this _just kind of happened. Enjoy 
But, WARNING - Astrid x Someone-Not-Hiccup . 

X 

Title: I'll Scream Yours if You Scream Mine 

She heard the splattering of blood on the stone floor and she 
couldn't stop the cry from leaping out of her hoarse throat. It was 
intelligible, but contained all her grief and pain. She tried once 
again to wrench herself from the Berserkers grasp. Her captors didn't 
need to tighten their grasp. Her muscles were weakened and she 
regrettable was not stronger than two grown men with arms wider than 
she was . 

"What's that? Hmm?" Dagur smiled, glancing over his shoulder at her. 
He raised the knuckles that held the bloodied knife to wipe away a 
drop that had landed on his cheek. "Oh, I'm sorry, am I upsetting 
you? " 

Astrid held in her fury. His smug grin broke wider into a hysteria 
and his laughter bounced off the stone walls. Her heart was breaking 
at the sight of Hiccup. The dagger had been rammed unceremoniously 
into his gut. He lay still on the floor at Dagur 's feet. She could 
see him gently breathing, but his inhales were shallow and far 
between. He needed help. They needed to get out of her as fast as 
they could. 

"Stop!" Astrid cried as Dagur stepped over Hiccup again, fist 
tightened around the knife that was already dripping. 

Dagur hesitated and slowly turned to face her as a single drop of 
blood fell from the blade and onto the floor. It made a pitiful 
smack . 

"Stop, please, " Astrid pleaded. She was not proud to do so, but for 
Hiccup, she would do anything to save him, even beg and 
plead . 

Dagur, seemingly interested, took a tentative step toward her. He was 
not wrong in his advance. She was unarmed and beaten. There was 
little she could do to him in her state. 

"I could, but," Dagur sighed, as if this were a simple diplomatic 



matter, "I want to slice him into pieces, so very much. There's not 
much else I want as badly. However," 

"What?" Astrid stepped into trap as he hesitated. 

Dagur's grin flashed wicked as he knelt in front of her, to be at eye 
lever with her, and gentle touched her chin with the flat side of the 
bloodied blade. She felt the warmth of Hiccup's fresh blood on her 
skin and it sent a dark parade of chills and hatred down her 
spine . 

"However," Dagur repeated, licking his lips, "I might be able 
toa€ 1 forget this transgression, for a price," 

"What?" Astrid asked again, feeling a knot tightened in her chest. 

She inhaled. Berk needed Hiccup more than it did her. "If it is my 
life in exchange, then so be it." 

Dagur, smiling, shook his head, "It's not your _life_ that I'd rather 
have . " 

His cold eyes lingered on her face and made a span downward. 

Was that it? Astrid shivered as his finger reached out and wiped the 
blood from her chin. 

"Hm? Dagur asked, "What do you say? You, for him?" 

"Okay," Astrid nodded quickly. 

"Astrid," Hiccup gasped from the floor. 

His pitiful and strained voice ripped through her chest. Dagur waved 
the guards away and reached for Astrid' s secured wrists. Hiccup tried 
to reach for her, his weakened arm twitched, his breath 
gasping . 

"Hiccup, don't worry about me," Astrid said as Dagur pulled her 
away . 

"Oh, you don't have to worry. Hiccup, " Dagur repeated, "I'll make 
sure your bitch is safe and warm, " 

There was nothing in his tone that made her believe she would be 
either. She caught a last glimpse of Hiccup as Dagur drug her into a 
separate room. 

"You promise you won't hurt him," Astrid said as Dagur pushed her 
down into a stack of furs. 

"His fate will be determined by you, right now," Dagur warned lowly. 
She grit her teeth. Dagur stepped toward her and reached for her 
binds, lifting her wrists painfully high, and held the knife at the 
ropes. "What's your move?" 

She wanted to punch his teeth out and use that knife to gut him while 
he was writhing on the floor. But then what? She was horrible out 
numbered, weakened, and would have to get Hiccup and somehow get to 
the dragons' pen before they could fly off in an escape. That was 
beyond ridiculous and not in her favor. 



"Okay, " Astrid nodded. She would do this then, give in, to save 
Hiccup. She widened her legs beneath him. 

Dagur grinned maddeningly as the ropes were sliced. He threw them 
aside and he worked himself between her legs and landed a forceful 
kiss to her lips. His tongue battled hers and won. His hands searched 
her body for easy ways of disrobing, but she would rush this no 
faster. After a short time that felt much longer, he broke apart this 
lips, sporting a grimace. 

"Oh, come on, I know you can do better than that, " Dagur whined. "You 
want Hiccup and yourself to make it out of here, right? Well then, 
you're going to have to work for it." 

Spirited, Astrid pushed against his chest, switching their positions, 
and straddled him as she worked her tongue into his mouth. He wanted 
rousing sex? Fine then. If he was going to enjoy this then so was 
she . 

They fought for dominance, with hands, teeth, moans, and nails. 

Astrid cried out as his teeth barred down on her collarbone. He was 
as rough with his mouth as he was with his hands. He held onto her 
breast, lips on her neck, and the calluses on his fingers brushed 
against the center that was hard from the cold and stimulation. He 
laughed against her skin and repeated his action. 

But she refused to let him believe he was winning. She bit his ear, 
pulled at it with her teeth, and relished the pained groan he 
whispered into her ear. She trailed her nails down his torso and 
grasped onto his hot erection. His hips bucked into her hand and she 
managed a few pumps before he pushed her down onto the furs. 

"I can see why Hiccup is so infatuated with you," Dagur 's hot breath 
trickled onto her cheek. "And here I thought you both were 
innocent, " 

Astrid laughed, and he bit her lip. She used the advantage to push 
her tongue into his mouth. "Just between you and me. Hiccup and I 
have had plenty of practice, " 

She didn't like admitting it. Even the rumors of her and Hiccup's 
existing intimacy could harbor ill will on Berk. He would be chief 
one day and needed a reputation that suited him, his wife's as 
well . 

"Oh, it's a shame he's incapacitated, or I'd ask him to join," Dagur 
smiled against her. 

Astrid laughed again, "I'm more of a one at a time kind of 
girl, " 

Dagur laughed. 

What was wrong with her? She was enjoying the banter and was she 
wrong to believe that she was enjoying the sex as well? There was a 
risk, a level of badness, that mad this entire ordeal seem so 
tantalizing, sinfully worth it, and damningly erotic. She found 
herself adjusting her position as Dagur did, digging her nails into 
his shoulder bladed as he entered her, and moaned at the sensation he 



brought into her flesh with each thrust. 

She was almost there when he pulled himself out. 

"What?" Astrid gasped at him, angry at both him and the 
disappointment she felt. He wasn't finished, she could clearly see 
that, and neither was she. "What the hell are you doing?" 

Dagur laughed, "Turn around, " 

Oh, Astrid let her grin turn cold and wicked. She did as she was 
instructed and repositioned herself on her hands and knees. He pulled 
her hips back into his groin and pushed himself back inside. It 
wasn't that she didn't _enjoy _this angle, she did, but it made her 
feela€ 1 demeaned . This was how the animals would do it, and she was no 
animal and refused to be treated like one. She was a human, a 
warrior, and even though she'd never admitted it out loud, a lady. It 
was demeaning which is probably why Dagur preferred it. 

"I'll scream yours if you scream mine," Dagur mused, 
breathless . 

"You wish," Astrid spat. 

She was surprised when he laughed. He pounded, hard, and she groaned 
as she was pushed forward. Dagur hummed at the sound. 

"Do that again, " Astrid told him. He did, grunting, and she felt it 
again. It hurt, a little, but it was elating. Was it wrong for her to 
enjoy this as much as she pretended to? 

She gripped the furs beneath her palms as she felt it rising, rising, 
and exploding into her bloods, racing like cold fire through her 
limbs, and shaking her mind into a temporary ecstasy. She gasped as 
Dagur finished harder and pulled himself out. She collapsed onto the 
furs in time to see him spill, suddenly thankful for his 
retreat . 

"What?" Dagur asked when he saw her stare. "Do you think I want tiny 
Dagurs running all over the places? No! they'd be constantly trying 
to kill me and take my throne. Like I did to my father." 

Astrid watched him wipe it away on a rag while she caught her running 
breath. Dagur pulled on a paid of pants and came back to the bed of 
furs. He crawled over to her, running a hand up her side, clutching 
onto her breast, suckling gently at her nipple, leaving a trail of 
kissing up her chest and neck, and finished with a kiss on the 
lips . 

"We should do thing again sometime, " Dagur whispered in her ear, 
"Don't try too hard to evade the nets next time you come into 
Berserker waters," 

Astrid had no response. This was a memory that she would likely push 
away and never think about, never speak of, again. 

"And, sadly, as per our deal, you can go." Dagur said as he pulled a 
shirt over his head. 


Astrid didn't want for him to change his mind. She dressed as quickly 



as possible and head back into the room where Hiccup lie dying. She 
came to her knees at his side. 


"Astrid, " Hiccup gasped. 

"Don't talk, we'll get you home," Astrid said as she reached for him. 
He took her offer of air and she heaved him slowly into the air. He 
leaned on her as they made their way into the dragons' pen. 

"Astrid, you didn't," Hiccup gasped, "Did you?" 

"We'll talk about it later, okay?" Astrid said. 

He gave her a sorrowful look. 

"I promise. When you're better I will tell you everything," Astrid 
said, but she intended to lie about most of it. 


12 . Missed You 


X 

Title: Missed You 
X 

It was dark when Hiccup and Toothless touched down, home at last. He 
took a quick look at the quiet village. Nothing was destroyed, burnt 
down, or broken. Had everything really gone alright without him? He 
unhooked his leg from the saddle rig and slid to the 
ground . 

"Alright, let's get some sleep. Bud," Hiccup patted Toothless's nose. 
He looked as tired as Hiccup felt. 

Toothless gave no objection, and shuffled off to the house-side 
stables where Stormfly was sound asleep. Hiccup eased open the front 
door and tiptoed into the darkness. He was tired, but he was hungry, 
and his stomach won out. He searched the kitchen as quietly as he 
could, finally coming up on a stale loaf of bread. He picked off a 
piece of mold and flicked it into the sleeping logs of the hearth 
f ire . 

He had just sat down and taken a bite when he heard the gentle 
creaking of the stairs. He froze and cranked his neck to look. Astrid 
was standing with one foot on the top stair. Her hair was a mess and 
her eyes were droopy. 

"Hiccup? " 

"Hey," Hiccup said with a full mouth. 

"You ' re home, " 

"Yes, " Hiccup swallowed. 

Astrid came down the stairs. Her pillow-messed hair toppled over her 
shoulder. "I didn't think you'd be home for another two days." 



"I know, but the meeting wrapped up early." 

"You're home," Astrid said, her sleepy smile spreading. 

"Yeah," Hiccup nodded. "Go back to bed. I'll be there in a 
minute . " 

She shook her head. 

"What ' s wrong? " 

She crossed the space between them, her bare feet padding on the cold 
wood, her dreamy eyes locked on him. 

"Astrid?" Hiccup asked, but her name had no sooner left his lips than 
her arms wrapped around his torso. Even half asleep, her grip was 
fierce. Her hands clutched the shirt on his back. He dropped the 
bread onto the table and returned her embrace. She was still 
warm . 

"I missed you," Astrid whispered into his shoulder. 

Hiccup smiled into her hair. He brushed a stray hair from her 
shoulder. "I missed you, too." 

"Come on to bed. Babe," Hiccup said, leaving a kiss on her hair. 

He loosened her grip and guided her back toward the stairs. Up the 
stairs, to the bed, Astrid didn't object. She crawled under the 
blankets and Hiccup pulled them up to her chin. He started to pull of 
his flight suit, piece at a time, trying to be quiet. He came to the 
bed and sat down and pulled off his boot. He unhooked his prosthetic 
and laid it on the floor beside his boot. He scooted underneath the 
blanket and settled onto the pillow. 

It felt so good to be back in his own bed, _his_ bed, and his wife 
beside him. Her eyes weren't completely closed. 

"What?" Hiccup whispered. 

"Nothing, " 

Her hand grazed his chest. He brought his own up to meet hers, lacing 
his fingers with hers. She scooted closer. Her lips pecked his nose. 
Smiling, he kissed her back. 

"I love you," 

"I love you, too," 

Astrid curled into his side, entangling her limbs with him. Hiccup 
closed his eyes and rested his cheek in her hair. He fell asleep with 
her hand in his, but he woke with her mouth on his. 

"Mmm, " Hiccup hummed into her lips. 

"Good morning," Astrid said as she broke away. 

"Yeah, " Hiccup nodded. 



Her hand trailed down his chest, to the hem of his shirt, tickling 
the sensitive skin above his pants. It sent shivers up his stomach, 
and downward. 

"Astrid, " Hiccup tried to sit up, but she pushed him back 
down . 

"We've got maybe ten minutes before someone came knocking," Astrid 
said, urgency on her tongue. She leaned down and kissed him quick. 
"Unless you don't want to," 

"Oh, no, no, please continue, " 

Astrid pushed his shirt up his stomach. He sat up to help her pull it 
over her head. Her hands traced over his arms, his shoulders. She 
crashed his lips against his, hands over his chest. He worked his 
hands underneath her shirt, soft skin sending fire through his limbs. 
He needed more. 

His hand searched over her back, the skin he knew, the woman he 
loved. They crashed together, searching, needy, starving. She pulled 
him with her back onto the bed, wrapping her legs around him, pulling 
at his hair. He fell into her, moaning into her mouth, drinking up 
the ecstasy that slipped from her lips with every motion of their 
hips . 

"Hiccup, " Astrid gasped. 

His own breath was too ragged to answer coherently, instead he let 
his quick gasps do the talking. Her nails raked against his shoulders 
as he back arched, pressing her chest into his, and as her body went 
limp with him, he joined her in the post elation, basking as the 
bliss shrouded. Her legs tightened around his waist as he spilled, 
keeping him in place. 

Hiccup collapsed onto the bed beside her. Astrid curled into him and 
kissed him on the cheek. 

" I missed you, " 

Hiccup smiled. "I missed you, too, Astrid." 


13 . Fury, Fury 

Hey, team, this whole collection is M rated drabbles, or to be more 
precise, smut. Please, don't act surprised or offended when "mature" 
things come up in these drabbles. Because there will be mature 
themes. Are mature themes, if you haven't already noticed. I know 
that not giving a head-up or warning about contents upsets some of 
you and I will try to throw some disclaimers on future drabbles for 
those more sensitive readers, writer's honor. Here, I'll 
start : 

DISCLAIMER: Smut, Hiccstrid. Light S&M, but totally consensual. Mild 
embarrassment . 

Are you guys excited? Because I am. Let's go! 


X 



Title: Fury, Fury 
X 

Astrid tipped the cutting board and dumped the cabbage into the pot. 
She had just stepped to the wash basin, lifted the board to drop it 
in, as the front door opened. It slammed shut and she dropped the 
board, splattering the soapy suds in all directions. 

Hiccup furiously paced, brows knit together, lips mumbling fierce but 
incoherent words. Astrid watched him, wiping away the stray drop of 
wash water from her cheek. 

"Hiccup? " 

Hiccup grabbed a cup from the table, hers, and threw it. It smashed 
against the door and shattered, mead splattering 
everywhere . 

"Hiccup!" Astrid said, startled from his outburst. He resumed his 
pacing and she took a step toward him. "Hiccup, babe, calm down, 
t-" 

"What?" Hiccup turned sharply on his heels, swinging his hands out as 
he did so, voice raised. "Am I not allowed to be mad?" 

"I didn't say that." Astrid shook her head. "What happened?" 

"It's nothing . " 

"Come on, you can talk to me, " 

"Nothing happened. I'm fine." 

"Yeah, I can see that." Astrid immediately saw her mistake. Hiccup's 
eyes had been burning before, but when he turned them on her, their 
fury's flames tickled her skin, at first an unpleasant surge, but the 
longer he stared, the hotter it became. 

He pointed a shaking finger toward her. "_You_ throw your anger 
around like birdseed. Don't tell _me_ not to be mad. Just leave me 
alone, alright? I'm not in the mood." 

Astrid stayed where she stood, frozen, his words tightly wound, his 
fists balled and knuckles white, his entire body shaking, his breath 
ragged. She'd never seen him like this. His rage wasa€ 1 a 
glow . 

"What?" Hiccup spat. 

Astrid opened her mouth, but stuttered over her words. She couldn't 
find the right ones to explain herself, to voice what she was 
feeling. She couldn't explain what she didn't understand. Hiccup was 
staring at her, brows tight, exasperation showing, rage livid, glare 
furious. He was daring her to add to the pile, to be the last strew, 
to poke the already enraged dragon. 


"What?" he spat again, hands open. 



"It ' sa€ 1 " 


"It's _what_, Astrid?" Hiccup shouted. "It's what? _Wrong_ for the 
chief to be upset? To let trivial village nonsense get to me? To be 
anything but understanding and compliant?" 

Astrid shook her head. She couldn't take her eyes off of him. 

Hiccup groaned and rolled his eyes. "Then what?" 

"You're really attractive when you're angry," Astrid said quietly. 

Her breath caught in her throat as confusion lightened his glare. It 
was as much an epiphany to her as it was to him. 

"What?" Hiccup mouthed. 

"You want to go upstairs?" Astrid half-pleaded. "Right now?" 

Hiccup blinked. "Astrid-" 

"Hiccup, " Astrid said, finding her voice. "Upstairs." 

She pointed to the stairs and started that way, pulling her shirt 
free of her skirt. His footsteps followed and by the time she reached 
the second floor, she was pulling her shirt over her head. Hiccup was 
behind her, pulling at the buckles across his stomach. Clothing hit 
the floor, and they crashed into the bed, a mess of limbs. His kisses 
were hard, his hands were needy, his nails scratched along her 
stomach . 

"Hiccup, " she gasped as his teeth grazed her neck. 


"Hm?" 


"Tie me, " 

"What?" Hiccup asked, his lips paused. He pushed himself up on his 
arms, confusion lined his eyes as they searched her face. 

"Tie me up, " Astrid said, breathless, slowly raising her arms, 
grazing his chest on their path to the headboard. She pressed them 
against the wood and crossed her wrists. 

Hiccup blinked at her, her wrists, and stretched to the bedside 
table. He dug through until he pulled out a leather scrap. He 
returned to his place above her hips, fingering the leather. He 
leaned over her and slowly wrapped the leather around her wrists and 
the headboard. 

"Tighter, " 

Hiccup paused, glanced down her, and pulled the knot, but winced when 
Astrid did. He stuck his finger into the knot to loosen it, but she 
stopped him. "No, I like it." 

Hiccup swallowed. "Astrid, " 

"Come here. " Astrid licked her lips. 


Hiccup was leaning over her, his hair draping his unreadable face, a 



small, almost inaudible gasp eased out, hidden among his breaths. He 
bent down to his elbows and pressed his lips to hers. With her hands 
bound, his were free to roam, which they did, hungrily. He slid his 
rough fingers along her waist, gripped her hip, squeezed her butt, 
her thighs. He drank the moans that poured into mouth from hers, as 
thirsty as man who ' d never tasted water. 

His mouth left her and kissed downward, sucking the smooth skin on 
her neck, her collarbone, grazing his teeth along the skin. His hand 
slid up her side, captured a breast in his grip, and pressed against 
the center as he kissed his way to meet his hand. Astrid let her 
pleasure be audible. 

"Bite me, " she gasped. 

"You sure?" Hiccup released her nipple from his mouth, pausing to 
look at her. 

"Bite me," Astrid said, a command, not a suggestion. 

Hiccup's stare lingered on her, and then returned to his previous 
endeavor. He took her nipple back into his mouth, between his teeth, 
pulling as he teased with his tongue. Astrid cried out, arching her 
back, pressing her chest further into him. 

"Uha€ 1 harder , " Astrid gasped. 

"Astrid," Hiccup let go of her. His face had softened, his anger 
ebbed, confusion seeping through his green eyes. He opened his mouth, 
but words tumbled up his throat. 

"What?" 

"I don't want to hurt you," 

"Don't worry about it." Astrid shook her head. "Just do 

it . " 

"Okay, " 

Hiccup bit down and Astrid let out a sharp cry, followed by a 
continuous moan as Hiccup worked his tongue to soften the blow. He 
left the site with a kiss and moved to the other side, and repeated, 
pushing out the same pleasured cries from the back of her throat. Her 
fingers twitched, her hips bucked, her legs squirmed beneath 
him . 

"Hiccup, " Astrid pleaded. She squeezed his waist. He returned to his 
elbows and kissed her as he arranged his waist between her thighs, 
nudging his way to her center. 

"Ready?" Hiccup asked. He was poised above her, waiting for her 
answer, her consent, the order. 

"Hiccup, " Astrid clenched her fists, her arms squirming in the 
leather. Hiccup shifted, and reached up to the straps, but she 
stopped him. "No." 


His hand paused, eyes pinned on her. 



She widened her legs. "Fuck me. 


Hiccup hesitated, but returned his hand to the bed. He pushed into 
her, moaning as he went. He lingered, retreated, and 
repeated . 

"Harder, " Astrid breathed. The next thrust was harder, but not what 
she wanted. "Harder." He thrust again, harder still. She gasped, but 
it wasn't enough, "Harder!" 

He thrust into her, as far as he could go, hard, pushing against her, 
pushing her hips into the bed. It hit _something_ that sent shivers 
up her spine, shook her muscles, sending a tremor through her entire 
being . 

"Astrid?" Hiccup said in a panic. 

"Don't stop," she pleaded. He opened his mouth, but she spoke before 
he could. "DON'T STOP!" 

He thrust back into her and the same cry fell out of her throat. 

Again and again, the feverish shivers wracked through her body. She 
wasn't being quiet, she knew, but she didn't care if someone heard 
them. They were married, so who cared if their bed life was whispered 
about? Let them talk about it. Let them be jealous of it. 

Hiccup's breath grew ragged. Sweat shimmered across his chest, his 
stomach. He was getting closer, she could hear the ecstasy tipping in 
his moan, feel it in his quickness, feel it in herself. It was 
burning through her abdomen, searing across her skin, sweating 
through her scalp. It finally burst, a raging firestorm that engulfed 
them both. She collapsed, her limbs out of her control, limp as bread 
dough. Hiccup finished soon after her, falling to the bed beside her, 
resting his head on her chest. 

"Oh, gods. Hiccup, " Astrid gasped. "That wasa€ 1 absolutely 
amazing . " 

Hiccup chuckled, an exasperated sound, as he ran a hand through his 
hair . 

"What?" Astrid asked, trying to look down at him, but the angle was 
awkward . 

"Nothing," Hiccup said, but he was smiling. "It was amazing. But, 
it's justa€ 1 " he shrugged and brought a hand up to her breast. 

"You're going to bruise." 

"So?" 

Hiccup pushed himself up to a sitting position, face worried, hand 
still on her chest. 

"What?" Astrid shrugged. "We'll just wait until the bruises go away 
to do it again." 

Hiccup's brow shot up and his lip twitched into a smirk. He chuckled, 
leaned to kiss the nipple he'd been examine, and shifted to straddle 
her . 



"Hiccup? " 

"Yeah?" Hiccup asked, hands gently stroking her stomach. 

"Can you untie me?" 

Hiccup grinned up at her. 

"Hiccup? " 

He didn't say anything. His fingers trailed through the hair between 
her legs, through the slickness, and then inside of her. His thumb 
pushed against her, fiddled and rubbed, his eyes glancing between her 
and his hands. 

"Hiccup, " she gasped, squirming, but he held her against the bed. 

Toes curling, she gasped as the edge was pulled back into her 
sights . 

He withdrew his shiny fingers and trailed kisses up her hipbone, 
biting at her, between her breasts, and coming to rest his lips on 
hers. His kisses weren't as hungry as they were before. They were 
tender, sweet, loving. He flattened himself on top of her, curving 
his limbs around hers. 

"You want to go again?" he whispered to her lips. 

Astrid could feel his erection on her thigh. "I don't know. Hiccup, I 
don't think I can take another one like that." 

"It doesn't have to be like that," Hiccup said, tongue on her neck. 

He smiled against her neck. "I'll be gentle." 

She stretched her neck to his lips, smiling toward the ceiling, and 
widened her limp legs underneath him. He adjusted and she wrapped 
herself around his waist. He took her invitation and pressed into her 
again. He moaned into her neck as he thrust, gently. 

He was right, she could feel the bruising at it's early stages. It 
would be a bother tomorrow, but for right now, he took his time, 
gently as he'd said. With a burst of speed, it burst once again, but 
nowhere as bright as before. He finished, and collapsed onto 
her . 

"Hiccup? " 


"Hm?" 


"My hands are starting to really hurt, " 

Hiccup pushing himself back to his sitting position. He reached up to 
the leather around her wrists and worked at it, his face growing more 
unhappy with every moment . 

"Hiccup? " 

"I'm getting it," 

"Hiccup? " 



"Don't move, you're making it worse. 


"I'm not trying to." 

"The knot's too tight. I'm going to get a knife." 

"Hiccup?" Astrid called after him as he scooted off the bed. He 
reached down for his discarded flight suit. After a moment too long 
she asked again, "Hiccup?" 

"Got it, " Hiccup pulled the dagger out of his suit and climbed back 
onto the bed, straddled her, and poised the blade of the knife 
against the leather. 

They had been to busy in the previous moments to have heard the 
gentle sound of the wooden door open and then close. Hiccup had just 
pressed the blade into the leather, carefully, as to not draw blood, 
when the stairs creaked. 

"Oh, gods!" 

"Mom ! " 

The knife slipped, and Hiccup tried to pulled it away, but he didn't 
correct himself in time. A line of red appeared on Astrid' s arm and 
it was accompanied by her painful cry. Valka turned sharply on her 
heel, eyes closed and covered, and she retreated back down the 
stairs, mumbling nervous apologies. Hiccup jumped from the bed, knife 
still in hand. 

"Hiccup!" Astrid called after him when he dropped the knife. He 
yanked on his pants and tied them with shaking hands. 

"My mother just saw me naked, " Hiccup whispered. 

"Hiccup, I'm _bleeding_, cut me loose," 

"I will, I will," Hiccup said. 

He bent down to the floor and picked the knife back up. He bent over 
her again and cut through the leather. Astrid groaned as she dropped 
her hands back down to her sides, rubbing her wrists. 

"My _mom_ just saw me naked, " Hiccup whispered. 

"Yes, but she could have walked in ten minutes ago and it would have 
been a lot worse," Astrid said with a smile. 

"This isn't funny." 

Astrid laughed as she scooted off the bed. 

X 


14 . First 

A/N - 90% smut might have been an overestimate. But, on the other 
hand, fluffy smut Hiccstrid. 



Warning - it's a bit spoilery if you haven't seen the new season of 
Race to the Edge. It's not horribly filled with spoilers, just a 
little bit. You'd probably be safe, but you've been 
warned . 

X 

**Title: First** 

Violent, island-shaking thunder rolled. Cold winds blew in off the 
vicious, steely sea. Astrid tucked her axe against her bedpost, like 
always, in case of a quick wake-up. She'd never be caught of guard, 
that was for sure. Thunder cracked against the sky and the 
floorboards under her feet shook. A tremor whisked the small candle's 
flame on her bedside table. 

Astrid sat down on the edge of her bed, but sleep was far off. She 
knew exactly why. She wasn't used to this feeling, like the sky fell, 
like her legs couldn't work, like her next breath would be harder 
than the last. She had seen Hiccup's anger when focused at the twins' 
antics, or Snotlout, but never at her. 

It was worse. 

The way he'd looked at heraCl beyond just angry. He'd been 
disappointed, for sure. She'd never lied like that to him. She'd 
never kept anything from him. She'd never given him reason to doubt 
her. She'd always been loyal, to a point. 

And she'd ruin it. So stupid. 

_ I rely on you._ 

So stupid! Astrid fell back against her bed. Thunder cracked and 
lightning flashed - she saw the bright spark slipping in downstairs. 
With the next clap of thunder a few heavy drops of cold rain beat on 
the ceiling, soon followed with a humming downpour. 

Astrid brought her feet up into the bed and leaned over to the 
candle. Might as well _try_ to sleep. 

_Thump_. _Thump_. _Thump_. 

She paused. That sounded like someone at her door, but who on 
Dragon's Edge knocked? 

_ Thump-thump. _ 

Astrid sat back up and walked over to the ladder out of her room. 
Thunder cracked and lightning lit the doorframe. Two feet blocked out 
the illumination, or one foot. 

Astrid inhaled, breathing out, "Hiccup?" 

She ran down the steep ladder-steps to her door and yanked it open. 

At once the ran pelted inward, smacking her cheeks and arms. 

Lightning flashed with the thunder and for a moment, everything lit 
up as in daylight, bright and exposed, before falling right back into 
darkness . 



Hiccup stood in the doorway, hair flattened on his head, drops of 
water running down his cheeks. Wind whipped past him, flicking the 
cold water inside. He looked as if he hadn't slept, 
either . 

"Hiccup?" Astrid asked, stepping aside to let him in out of the rain, 
and to get out of it herself. 

Hiccup stomped inside, groaned and brought both of his hands up to 
his head. "Astrid, I need to talk to you." 

His tone turned the stone in her stomach upside down. She swallowed, 
and started to close the door. She looked out. "No Toothless?" 

"No, he's sleeping." Hiccup spoke shortly, no nonsense. 

Astrid shut the door, keeping Hiccup at her back. She hesitated as it 
closed, feeling the rough wet-spotted wood under her fingers. Hiccup 
inhaled, held it, and slowly released it. 

"Astrid, " he said. 

What else could he say? Astrid bit her lip and turned around, 
steeling herself for anything, knowing there was much he could say 
that would still tear her to pieces. The glare in his eye had 
settled, mellowed over the hours, glossing into exhaustion and 
confusion. The usual mess of hair was tussled this way and that, 
assumably from him messing with it like he did when nervous. 

His eyes met hers and she couldn't stand his silence 
anymore . 

"Hiccup, just say it," Astrid said quietly. 

He inhaled again and dropped his hands to his sides. Astrid looked to 
the floor, unable to keep his heartbroken gaze. 

"There's a lot that I want to say to you," Hiccup barely whispered. 
"But I don'ta€lI don't know how to." 

Hiccup closed the space between them in one long stride, his metal 
leg clicking on the floor. His hand found her arms and he gently 
squeezed. She felt the tears welling behind her eyes, but she refused 
to let him see her cry. She forced them back. One of his hands left 
her arm and hesitated above her jaw, then touched her. His thumb ran 
along her cheekbone, his cold, wet fingers slid to her neck and sent 
a shiver down her throat, followed by gooseflesh. 

"Hie-" Astrid' s words ended abruptly; Hiccup pressed his lips against 
her . 

Thunder crackled and hit the sky. Hiccup ended his kiss, but didn't 
step back. He kept his hands where they were. 

"I care about you, Astrid." Hiccup's breath melted against her lips. 
Heat radiated from his skin onto hers. His voice waved above a 
whisper. "More than I-I could tell you. And I can't stand thinking 
that I can't trust you. I want to. I want to believe everything you 
say, and know that if I need you, you'll be there." 



"Hiccup." Astrid couldn't formulate the words. His eyes bore into 
hers, fearful, exposed, expectant. "Ia€lwant you to trust me. I 
nevera€ 1 meant to lie. It just happened before I could stop it. 

Hiccup, please don't be mad at me. You know I'm loyal to you first, 
before anyone." Her own words cracked and shook as the emotion he 
stirred boiled over. "I'd do anything for you." 

His thumb lightly ran along her cheekbone, massaging a tear into her 
skin. His other hand wrapped around her back, pulling her closer. She 
hugged him loosely, sliding her hands along his waist. He fit so 
comfortably in her arms. What did that mean? 

"I'd die for you," Astrid said to his shoulder. 

"I don't want you to die for me," Hiccup said to her temple. "That 
would mean I'd have to live without you." 

Her breath caught in her throat. She gripped the jagged edge of his 
armor. His lips pressed against her temple, lingering a long 
moment . 

"Hiccup, " Astrid breathed, thoughts and feelings fumbling into 
misshapen and disjointed words that collapsed in her throat. 

"I-I don't know for sure whata€ 1 love is suppose to feel like," Hiccup 
whispered, choking on his words. He cleared his throat. His thumb 
twitched. "Buta€ 1 I think this is it." 

Words seized in her throat, coming out in a gasp that dissolved into 
his shoulder. She clutched his leather armor tighter. Those 
words . 

"I love you," Astrid gasped. She did, she had for a while, but to 
hear the words aloud with Hiccup so close, where he could hear 
thema€loh, gods. 

His embrace tightened, a light gasp escaped his lips, a gasp that 
sounded terrifyingly like her name. He lifted her chin with his 
finger, catching her weary gaze. 

Thunder roared. Rain hammered in torrents. Lightning flashed. Their 
lips came together, harder than before, hungrier. Hiccup's hand moved 
down her back, fingering the waist of her skirt. His warm tongue 
teased her lips. He hesitated, and in his moment of uncertainty 
Astrid took the advantage. She reclaimed his mouth, greeting his 
tongue with her own, pushing it back into his mouth where a warm, wet 
battle started. 

Hiccup hummed against her, and leaned into the kiss, pulling her 
closer. She traced her fingertips alone the groves in his leather, 
feeling the worn-rough texture, the uneven stitching he'd done 
himself. His gentle touch lingered on her waist, fingering the layers 
of her skirt. He stretched his long arm out and his fingers teased 
underneath, gingerly, slowly flattening his palm against her 
high . 

He gave each touch with trepidation, giving her the chance to reject 
him, to tell him no, to give the signal that he'd gone too far. His 
hand grazed upward, stopping at the curve of her rear when she let a 
short gasp go. Hiccup pulled his lips off of hers. 



"I'm sorry," he whispered. He removed his hand and placed it firmly 
on her waist. He tried to step away from her, but she held on, 
keeping him close. He blinked back at her. 

"It's fine," Astrid said. 

Hiccup opened his mouth, but the thunder drowned out his 
words . 

Astrid blinked. "What?" 

Hiccup blushed and stepped away, even through her embrace. "I-I'm 
sorry, I didn't mean-" 

"No, Hiccup, I didn't hear you," Astrid said quickly. She retook the 
space and reached for his shapely jaw. 

"Oh," Hiccup nodded. "It's probably better. It's late. We should both 
get some sleep." 

He started to take a step toward the door, amid hesitation, but 
Astrid clamped her arms around him. 

"What is it?" he asked. 

"You don't have to go," she said. "I know it's not that far from my 
hut to yours, buta€ 1 you could just staya€ 1 here . " 

Hiccup didn't speak immediately. He blinked, loosely settled his 
hands on her waist, and sighed. "Are you sure?" 

"Yes, " Astrid nodded. 

She reached for his hand and he reached for hers, lacing their 
fingers. She led him away from the door, toward the stairs, and up 
into her candle-lit bedroom. She didn't know exactly what she planned 
to do up here, but she didn't want him to go. She pulled him toward 
the bed. He climbed in after her, and in a few awkward moments they 
had settled into each other. Hiccup laid on his back and held Astrid 
to his chest, held her hand against his shoulder. 

"Could youa€ 1 " Astrid started to say, then realized how it 
sounded . 

"What?" 

"Could you take this off?" Astrid toyed with the strap of his 
leather . 

Hiccup blinked, wide-eyed. 

"It's a little bulky to sleep on," Astrid explained. 

Hiccup scooted out from underneath her, to the edge of the bed. He 
undid a buckle, then paused. He looked back at her and smiled shyly. 
"Okay, but you have to take these off." He reached for a spike that 
stuck out of her skirt. 


Astrid swallowed hard. 



"It's not the mosta€ 1 comfortable when they're poking me in the leg," 
Hiccup said with a smile. 

"Oh, " Astrid smiled. Her entire face burned. 

She stood on the other side of the bed, and while Hiccup pulled his 
leather armor over his head, she undid and wiggled out of her skirt. 
She left it on the floor and slide back onto the bed. Hiccup scooted 
in to her side. His hands went to her waist, lower than her skirt 
allowed, and slid his palms along her back and to her shoulders. It 
took him only a moment to undo the armor from her shoulders and let 
it fall to the floor with a clank. 

"There, " Hiccup said. In the candlelight, his eyes gleamed. 

They settled back into their embrace. Without the obstacles, he held 
her closer, and she him. His fingers drew circles on her arms, played 
with the end of her braid. Astrid flattened her hand against his 
chest. Scrawny, sure. Hiccup didn't have an ounce of fat to spare. 
Everything underneath his tunic was taut from a career of dragon 
training and flying. She ran her hand along his firm chest, to his 
shoulder, along his arm. 

"I know it's not much," Hiccup said with dry sarcasm. 

"You're perfect," Astrid told him without hesitation. His hand 
squeezed her shoulder. She lifted herself up just enough to lean 
forward, against his lips. He hummed, bringing a hand to her hair, 
cradling her neck. From this angle, she held the advantage. She 
arranged her legs to pin him to the bed, flattening herself onto 
him . 

"Asa€ltrid, " Hiccup said between breaths, and her lips. His hands 
searched her back, her hair, her arms. His tongue played tag with 
hers, this way and that, never winning or losing. 

Maybe it was because it hadn't been there before, that hindered 
Astrid' s gradual awareness of _it_. Something hard poked her hip, 
increasingly uncomfortably so. Astrid paid little mind to it, until 
she reminded herself that Hiccup had removed his armor. There was 
nothing left to poke or prod. Her kisses hesitated as understanding 
set in. 

_0h_. 

With Astrid' s hesitation. Hiccup swallowed. _It_ moved. 

"Hey, " Hiccup said. His awkward charm shone through and he chuckled, 
nervous and unsure. Hiccup moved, and _it ' s_ presence couldn't be 
ignored any longer. "Soa€luha€l" 

Astrid leaned forward, moving herself against his abdomen just so, 
getting a better idea of what lay beneath. It worked. Hiccup's throat 
twitched, the knob there bounced up and down. She kissed his 
cheek . 

"And here I thought that all you thought about was dragons, " Astrid 
said with her lips against his cheek. 



"Uh, " Hiccup laughed, that high-pitched nervous laugh. "Yeaha€lyou 
know that's not entirely my fault." 

"Hm? How so?" Astrid asked, leaning up to look at his reddened 
face . 

"Well, Astrid, for started, you _are_ sitting on top of me, " Hiccup 
said with a quick gesture to her lower half. "And you stuck your 
tongue in my mouth." 

"You did that first, " Astrid argued. 

"You took your skirt off, " Hiccup said, landing a hand on her 
hip . 

"You told me to, " Astrid laughed. 

"And I was thinking about comfort at the time, " Hiccup said, his 
voice a pitch higher. "Not about how tight leggings are, or how well 
they hug your butt . " 

Astrid blushed, and buried her laugh in her cough. 

"It's a very serious problem," Hiccup said with a smile. "I see why 
you wear the skirt. I'd never get anything done otherwise." 

Hiccup lifted his hand to her backside, bluntly giving her a pat. 
Astrid blushed and hugged his hips with hers, pushing herself down 
over _it_. She didn't anticipate the sound that Hiccup made, a soft 
gasp mixed with a rough groan. Astrid paused, unsure of how to 
proceed. Hiccup reached for her arms and she did it again, summoning 
that same sound. Thor, she wanted to hear that again. 

She ground down on him, again and again, working him until she felt 
it herself, in that sensitivity between her own legs. She didn't try 
to mumble her own short breaths. Hiccup's hand tightened on her hips, 
mimicking a rhythm that left her chest trembling. 

"Hiccup, " Astrid said as she stopped. 

"It's okay," Hiccup said, hands on her hips. "We can stop." 

She didn't want to. She flattened her hands on his stomach and 
wiggled her fingers underneath his tunic. She worked her fingers up 
to where his skin vanished underneath the waist of his pants. She 
pushed it up and with his help she pulled it up and over his head, 
and tossed it to the floor. 

She'd seen him shirtless before, snuck passing glances at the fine 
hair on his abdomen when they swam in the lagoon, eyed his narrow 
waist as he walked, but this felt different. It had everything to do 
with her sitting on top of him, with the taste and feel of his tongue 
sill fresh on her lips, with his erection between them. She'd seen 
him shirtless, but she'd never touched him. 

She traced the lines of his lean muscles, the fine red-brown hair 
that started below his belly and led south into this groin, along his 
chest and tight shoulders. She was preoccupied with learning the 
subtle contours of him, that she didn't feel his hands until they 
were at the edge of her breast bindings. She paused, a shake in her 



chest . 


"Is this not okay?" Hiccup asked. 

Astrid straightened and lifted her arms above her head. Hiccup set up 
and pushed her shirt up, pulling it over her head. The shirt hadn't 
hit the floor when his hands found her waist, wandering up to her 
ribs, to the bindings. This thumb wormed his underneath, barely a 
ghost of a touch on the underside of a breast. 

Hiccup had seen her too, sneaking glances when he thought she wasn't 
looking. She didn't point it out when she caught him; she let him 
think she didn't know. She'd seen his eyes look away quickly when she 
looked at him, with an embarrassed red on his cheeks, like he'd been 
caught . 

Like her, he'd never been able to touch. And touch her, he did. His 
hands wandered over her torso with ginger fingertips and hungry 
palms. He traced every curve and every freckle. More than once, his 
fingers lingered on the folds that kept her bindings in place. Hiccup 
left a kiss on her shoulder, sliding his fingers underneath the 
material on her back. 

Astrid bite her lip, then took back the notion, thankful Hiccup's 
attention was held elsewhere. She reached for his hand, capturing his 
attention back, and guided him to the folds. His eyes followed her 
hand, and looked up at her. 

"It's fine," Astrid whispered. 

He brow softened, his jaw slacked, a small sigh escaped his lips. 
Trembling fingers slid under the folds, slowly working the material 
loose. The first of them came loose, and the rest quickly followed. 

He unwound them, eyes on the flesh that slowly appeared, breath 
quickening. When the last of the material fell away, his hands found 
the part of her back the bindings always covered. 

He kissed her shoulder again, sliding his hands around to her front. 
His hand molded around the soft skin of her breast. The sensation of 
another's skin against her sensitive, private skin sent shivers 
throughout her body. He squeezed, pushing a gasp from her throat when 
a finger brushed over the center. He did it again, and again, and she 
couldn't stop the waves that emanated from his touch. 

She didn't try to hush the moans he pulled out of her. She caught his 
glance. Hungry, dark eyes stared up at her, breathless. What stared 
back at her wasn't something she had seen before. It wasn't passive 
Hiccup. It was primal, feral, and yet still Hiccup. She wanted more 
of it . 

Hiccup snaked his arm around her back, hugging her to him, and his 
mouth took over the nipple his hands didn't touch. Astrid gasped. She 
didn't intend to make such a sound, but Hiccup didn't seem to mind. 

He growled into her flesh, hugging her tighter and racking his short 
nails along her back. 

"Hiccup, " Astrid gasped. She sank her nails into his shoulders. What 
was it about his tongue that sent her over the edge? She drug her 
fingers through his still wet-hair. He bucked his hips into hers, 
pressing his hardened self into her. 



Hiccup left her chest with a sweet kiss. He pulled her back down to 
the bed, scooting out from under her, to lie beside her instead. She 
touched his face, running her fingers along his jaw and into his 
hair, pulling him into kiss. He flattened his hand against her 
stomach, stroking her hipbones, daring a finger underneath her 
leggings . 

"Astrid?" Hiccup breathed against her lips. 

Right, her decision. She bit her lip. "If I said yes, what would that 
mean? " 


Hiccup blinked. He shook his head, eyes searching his mind for an 
answer. "It meansa€lthat you'd be mine. That's what it 
means ? " 

"Yeah," Astrid nodded. She ran a finger along his ear. _Mine_. "I 
would be yours? Would you be mine, then?" 

"I already am, Astrid," Hiccup said without hesitation. 

Astrid pulled him by the hair to her mouth. She slid her thigh along 
his. His hand wormed underneath her waistline, to the skin under her 
hipbone. She shivered as his fingers grazed the edge of the hair 
there. He smoothed his hand alone her skin, working the material 
down. Using both hands, with her help, he pulled the leggings down 
her hips. His callused fingers slid down her thighs, pushing the 
material and her boots off of her legs. 

He kicked his boot off, and she heard his metal leg clank to the 
floor. Despite her hesitation, Astrid reached up to the waist of his 
pants. Hiccup didn't move as she untied them and worked them off his 
hips. Trepidation sent a tremor through her chest and down her arms 
and she pulled the material away from his groin. The last layer of 
his clothing still restrained it, but less so. She didn't want to 
wait; she undid the last obstacle around it. 

She'd never seen one, and she wasn't sure what she expected. She 
fastened her hand around the warm, fleshy appendage. She ran her 
finger along it's pinkish side. She knew what it was for, what it was 
supposed to do, but the whole thing had her nerves on edge. 

"Are you sure?" Hiccup asked. He reached down and closed his hand 
around hers. His dark eyes bore into her, settling somewhere deep 
that she didn't know existed. It elicited an excitement in her gut 
that she couldn't deny. 

"Yes, " she nodded. She let go of him and settled back into her bed, 
stretching her legs out. 

Hiccup swallowed. He took off the rest of his pants and reached for 
the only thing left between them, her last layer. His fingers snaked 
underneath and pulled the material away from her, down her legs and 
to the floor with the rest. The storm raged outside, but it didn't 
matter. Hiccup's skin touched hers, sliding over her in an unknown, 
enthralling, sensual sensation. 


He kissed the inside of her knee. His dark eyes ran up the side of 
her thigh and to her sex, sending a nervous tremor through her spine. 



Hiccup positioned himself over her, elbows supporting himself. His 
hips nestled between hers, his sex touching hers. 


What should she do with her hands? She reached for his shoulders and 
folded her arms around his neck. Hiccup leaned down to kiss her, 
lingering a moment. He met her gaze. All the heartbreak had gone. 
Astrid widened her legs and nudged his hips with her knee. She would 
like to be his. _Mine_. 

He hesitated, then pushed his hardened sex into hers. She gasped, 
digging her nails into the skin on his shoulders. 

"Are you okay?" Hiccup gasped, breathless. 

"Y-yeah." Astrid released her grip. She shouldn't call it pain, not 
exactly, but an uncomfortable, unfamiliar sensation. 

Hiccup pulled out, and slid back inside, and repeated. The discomfort 
did not go away, but subsided. Knowing Hiccup was inside, that it was 
_him_, made it all worthwhile. She buried a hand in his hair as he 
grunted, whispering primal urgency into her ear. He moved faster, his 
breath hot against her cheek. 

"Oh, gods, Astrid," Hiccup moaned, pleasure dripping off his tongue. 
Each breath gasped, rolling in a guttural sensuality that Astrid 
wouldn't have believed possible if she hadn't heard it firsthand. 

He sped up. Somewhere in the discomfort was pleasure. It ebbed with 
the pain, there and then gone. 

Hiccup shuddered, his entire body shook, a exhausted gasp tumbled 
from his mouth. He pulled himself out quick, just as he spilled. 

Warm, white ooze dripped onto her stomach, and ran down her side. 
Hiccup collapsed beside her. His hand traced her jaw. 

"Astrid," Hiccup said, breathless. He leaned in and pressed a soft 
kiss to her cheek. 

Astrid leaned into him. _Mine_. 


End 
f lie . 



